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Poetic  Capital  Is... 

I  just  completed  a  little  project,  just  a  little  sometklng, 

to  let  me  know  my  Values,  tke  ones  tkat  I  Kold  above  all  otkers. 

As  It  turns  out,  tkey  Were  "wisdom",  "knowledge",  and  "creativity". 

I  tklnk  tkat's  fairly  appropriate,  as  I  stare  Into  tke  emotional  mirror. 

WTiat  Is  tke  poet  wltkout  wisdom?    A  fraud,  for  tke  most  part,  I  tklnk. 
Quite  possibly,  It  Is  tke  poet  s  most  valuable  tool,  for  It  teackes  klm  or  wkat  to  Write  about. 
Tke  dark,  tke  dank,  tke  low-down,  and  flltky  Issues  of  tke  soul  not  discussed  at  dinner  parties. 
W Isdom  lets  tke  Writer  know  tkat  tkese  grime  topics  are  Important.    Love,  kate,  kope,  sorrow,  etc. 

i 
Knowledge  Is  tke  seeking  of  trutk,  and  wko  can  afford  to  live  wltk  too  many  lies? 

I  mean,  you  weed  a  tklrst  for  knowledge.    A  desire  to  reack  out  and  touck.    Experience. 

What  you  gain  from  knowledge  Is  converted  Into  Wisdom  a  lot  of  tke  times. 

Does  not  knowledge  of  tke  kuman  mind  and  spirit  convert  Into  Inslgkt  Into  tkem? 

Or  course,  wltkout  creativity  tke  poet  Is  sunk. 

If  ke  cannot  correctly  put  kls  tkougkts  Into  some  medium,  ke  risks  drowning  In  kls  wisdom. 

He  skould  not  need  to,  or  Want  to,  or  kaVe  to  keep  all  tkat  knowledge  to  klmself. 

It  Is  tke  Writers ,  artists',  musicians,  and  dancers'  ckarge  to  skare. 

Yeak,  tkat  simple  exercise  Was  pretty  accurate. 

-R.L.  McMaster 
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Serendipity 


The  fearful path 


I  take  it  with  me  everywhere 

This  ritual 

Of  instant  replay 

'Knowing  that 

It  doesnt  serve  me  to  any  good  end 

'Except  for  momentary  hope 

And  a  quickjelease. 

-Teresa  9d.  (Diederich 


feel  them  putting  me 

an  invisible  magnet 

it's  as  strong  as  Qods  voice 

but  for  now  i 

'Deny 

oneday 

9dy 

path  will  bring  me  to  them 

'Roots. 


~t.c.  bean 


freedom 

freedom  is  my  most  endearing  quality. 

I  would  lay  down  att  caution, 

and waO^naked in  the  face  of  pent, 

if  my  freedom  were  infringed  upon. 

for  freedom  is  a  clear,  briskjiight 

where  creatures  roam  and  hunt 

under  the  dim  light  of  the  stars  overhead,  and 

freedom  is  a  single  flower 

stealing  my  eyes  for  capture  of  Bloom. 

I  dare  the  strongest  man  alive 

to  try  and  rape  my  independence. 

I  challenge  the  most  adept  intelligence 

to  reach  for  my  will. 

for  I  would  fight  like  a  knight, 

and  conquer  my  opposition, 

or  die  for  the  freedom, 
in  which  is  beheld  unto  me. 


~%enneth  Vernier 


'Heed  a  Little  Understanding 


irs  a  social  disease  <zhls  r&iiHg  calved 

LITE 

A  (PASSIVE  lOfPEgPLAyOJCyCLES  (PROfOW^p. 
cWHO  lOU&iES  cW9iOU,  A  ?W@AME$&AL  'PROCESS 
<DlVW$E. 

05  <%EA$j<xg  m&)  io^yETEh(pnHCL 

'BEI'MQ  SW@)  9{prC'3'EI9(g 

cmase  sw@)  acquis  rnovt 

a  suwujl  crwisrc  ioir^OLumoot 

(PAUSE. 

OfF  LOVE  A9@)  9{U!RZU%E 

1H(US1 A9&>  ASSURANCE 

QfHEQAXJOUSO&SS  AO^D  ISOLJfflasC 

THE  'DIJfE'RnHCE  (BETtWEE3t 

'BELIEF 

A9& 


don't  know  where  I  belong 
the  sun  sets  in  the  west 
no  place  to  rest  my  Bones 
sleep  aft  day 
drifting  aft  night 

home  is  where  the  heart  is 
where  is  it  if  there  is  no  heart 
it's  Been  Broken, 
stolen,  sold  to  pay  for 
a  place  to  sleep 

song  stuckjn  my  head 
can't  get  it  out 

boding  for  something  to  Cose  it 
Been  searching  for  so  Cong 

if  I  take  the  easy  way  out 
wiftyou  Be  there  waiting 
or  wiftyou  turn  me  away? 

-Cora  Cleveland 


TAFTtt. 


(PAUSE 


cnWAfiSLigrtTojr  UoaytfA^S) 

VlSttStfERL, 

cWnttOU^0UESKO9{!VHE  JPRSTAJfp  LAS1 ~  E)%AcW^cbtXEA(Irt 
PK^EO^DAIO^ED. 


AtiLIJE, 
(PAUSE  T&RjME. 


-SrtEALAQttO'SttEA 


Gone 
by  Q.  (jilman  0(eith  V 

AH  that  autumn  I  waited  for  her.  Among  the  fatting,  coioured (eaves  of  the  chilly  season,  I  waited. 
The  reds,  the  yellows,  the  browns  att would (ook^terrib(y  breathtaking  to  me  now,  were  her  face  not  swim- 
ming around  in  my  mind.  She  has  been  gone  from  me  since  the  end  of  September  and  it  is  now  almost  the  end 
of  October  and  I  sit  and  wait. 

Laura  [eft  me  without  saying  good-bye.  As  much  as  I  loved  her,  I  miss  her  more  now  and  Id  do 
anything  to  have  her  back;  I  sit  here  now  on  these  stone  steps  of  this  almost  ancient  building  and  stare  out 
across  her  refuge.  1  hug  my  knees  closer  to  me  and  I  think-  I  think^ofthe  times  that  she  and  1  had  together. 
'But  all  of  that  is  over  now.  AH  I  have  (eft  are  the  memories  of  out  times  together.  The  thoughts  of  our  (ove. 

'We  had  done  many  things  together,  she  and  I .  It's  almost  funny  how  selective  a  memory  can  be.  I 
don't  remember  a(otof  things  about  her,  but  there  are  many  things  that  I  do  remember.  Of  all  the  things 
that  we  had  done  in  our  short  time  together  the  thing  that  seems  to  almost  personify  our  (ove  tookjp(ace  a 
few  short  months  before.  The  summer  was  in  its  waning  days  and  the  days  were  e?(ceptionally  hot.  We  both 
(ivedin  the  northwest  corner  of  Connecticut  and  neither  one  of  us  went  to  the  ocean  much.  I  remember  the 
day  that  she  decided  that  she  wanted  to  go  to  the  ocean.  The  day  was  swe(tering  and  nothing  seemed  to  he(p 
coo(us  down. 

We  both  sat  beneath  the  gigantic  oak-tree  in  my  backyard.  I  sat  on  the  grass,  my  back^ieaning 
against  the  rough  barf^of  the  tree,  reading  a  book.  (It  was  something  by  (Fitzgerald,  'This  Side  ofTaradise' 
if  I'm  not  mistaken.)  She  (ay  on  the  grass  nejct  to  me,  her  arms  fo(ded  beneath  her  head  acting  as  a  pillow. 
(Her  eyes  were  fb(ed on  the  considerabie  expanse  of  green  that  was  the  tree's  (eaves.   Occasionally,  my  eyes 
would  drift  from  the  pages  and  steed  a  glance  at  her  beauty.  She  was  an  island  of  beauty,  drifting  on  a  sea 
of  grass.  She  was  beautiful,  her  big,  brown  eyes  stared  fixedly  towards  the  sky.  A  smile  s(ow(y  spread  across 
my  face  and  I  turned  my  attention  back^  to  the  pages  of  the  book. 

It  was  then  that  she  proposed  going  on  the  trip.  She  moved  her  arms  from  beneath  her  head  and 
used  them  to  raise  her  body  up  to  a  sitting  position.  Stray  bit  of  grass  seemed  trapped  in  her  gorgeous,  dark^ 
brown  hair.  I  gently  reached  over  and  brushed  them  away.  She  turned  her  head  to  (ook^  into  my  eyes,  beads 
of  sweat  threatened  to  run  into  her  eyes.  I  wiped  the  warm  dampness  from  her  brow,  she  smiled. 

'We  need  to  get  out  of  this  town  for  a  (ittle  while.  What  do  you  say  we  head  to  the  beach?'  I  could 
fee(  brown  eyes  burning  deep  into  my  soul.   'I  want  to  see  the  ocean  at  (east  once  before  the  end  of  summer. 
We  (l  make  it  our  (ittie  tradition. '  (All  I  could  do  was  nod  my  head,  I  was  he(p(ess  against  her  charm. 

ft.  few  hours  (ater,  we  arrived  at  the  beach.  Laura  bareiy  waited  for  the  car  to  stop  before  she  kicked 
open  the  door  and  ran  off  towards  the  beach.  She  ran  ahead  to  the  sand,  dropping  her  towet  on  her  way  to 
the  coo(,  invigorating  water  of  Long  Is(and  Sound.  I  walked  s(ow(y  behind  her  as  she  ran,  stopping  only 
once  before  the  sand  to  remove  my  shoes.  The  sand fe(t  great  as  it  stid  between  my  toes,  as  I  walked,  s(ight(y 
scorching  the  sotes  of  my  feet.  I  fe(t  the  hot  August  sun  on  my  shoulders  as  I  headed  towards  her  discarded 
towe(.  I  smiled  as  I  watched  her  sp(ashing  in  the  water  and  I  (istened  to  her  (aughter  as  she  used  her  hands 
as  a  scoop  and  threw  water  above  her  head. 

After  I  had  shed  my  t-shirt  and  (aid  both  of  our  towets  on  the  sand,  I  ran  to  the  water  to  join  her.  I 
raced  to  the  water  and  (ept  in  beside  her,  sending  water  splashing  in  every  direction.  Laura  squealed  with 
joy.  We  swam  in  the  oceans  water  for  a  (ittte  while  (anger,  until  the  sun  started  to  make  its  descent  towards 
the  horizon.  Laura  ran  from  the  water,  just  as  fast  as  she  had  run  into  it.  She  ran  to  the  towe(  I  had  (aid 
out  for  her. 
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9dy  fingertips  had putted  Backjnto  wrinkled flesh.  (But,  I  still  couldn't  Bring  myself  to  Ceave  the 
water.  Ifett  new.  It/eft  as  if  the  water  was  cleansing  my  Body.  I  would  have  stayed  in  the  water  for 
the  rest  of  the  night  had  Laura  not  caCCedto  me  from  the  sand. 

"The  sun's  setting!"  she  yetted  as  I  floated  on  my  Backi  my  eyes  turned  towards  the  heavens. 
"Come  watch  it  with  me. "  I  let  my  feet  sink.down  to  the  sandy  bottom  of  the  ocean  floor  and  I  slowly 
raised  myself  to  my  feet.  I  looked  towards  her.  Tor  one  second  I  was  frozen,  captivated  By  her  stunning 
Beauty.  She  smiled  at  me  and  waved  her  hand  at  me  to  come  closer.  I  ran  from  the  water,  towards  my 
love. 

I  sat  on  my  towel,  letting  my  Body  dry  in  the  now  chitting  early  evening  air.  Laura  sat  herself 
Between  my  legs  and  lay  her  headBackto  my  chest.  I  wrapped  my  arms  around  her  and  held  her  tight. 
Sis  tight  as  I  could  without  squeezing  the  life  out  of  her.  <We  watched  the  sunset  together  that  evening, 
life  we  had  many  other  nights  Before,  But  this  time  it  was  different.  The  colours  the  sun  made  as  it  slid 
Behind  the  edge  of  the  world  were  amazing,  they  tookjny  breath  away.  I  slowly  putted  Laura  closer  to 
me,  and  with  a  faint  Breath,  whispered,  "I  love  you." 

Sis  I  lookjBackjon  it  now,  the  colours  of  the  sun  that  I  saw  that  day  are  the  same  ones  I  see  Before 
me  now,  in  the  leaves.  SI  cold  wind  is  Blowing  those  leaves  closer  to  me  now,  taunting  me  with  my  loss. 
I  want  to  get  up  and  run  from  them,  But  I  can't.  I  realize  now,  as  my  eyes  scan  through  the  rough 
terrain,  that  is  Laura's  home  now,  I  must  face  my  fears.  (Besides  a  walkthrough  Laura's  home  doesn't 
seem  so  painful  anymore,  I  can  hesitate  no  longer.  S\nother  cold wind chills  my  Bones  as  I  stand  up  to 
shake  the  temporary  paralysis  from  my  legs.  9dy  vision  is  Becoming  distorted  By  the  tears  fatting  from  my 
eyes,  But  I  must  press  on.  I  wish  Laura  were  here  now  to  hold  me  tight  and  make  everything  feel  Better. 
I  slowly  walk^down  the  dirt  road,  that  surrounded  Lauras  home,  kicking  rocks  as  I  go. 

Slowly,  I  approach  the  place  where  Laura  is.  fMy  spine  shivers...  I  have  not  Been  here  since  she 
was  put  here.  I  was  too  afraid.  I  am  not  afraid  any  longer.  Laura  left  me  a  month  ago,  Because  of 
something  her  father  did  to  her.  Lauras  father  was  a  sickening  man  and  now...  he's  gone  to.  I  visited 
him  Before  coming  to  Laura's  side. 

I've  come  to  Laura's  home  to  say  hello.  To  say  hold  on,  Baby  I'll  Be  there  soon.  I  can  hear  cars 
coming  up  the  dirt  road  directly  Behind  me.  I  knew  that  they  would  come.  If  I'm  going  to  do  it...  I  must 
do  it  now.  Reaching  into  the  front  pock&t  of  my  thin,  coBalt  Blue  windbreaker  I  pull  out  a  pistol.  It's 
polished  and  Black;  I  tookitfrom  my  father's  Bedside  stand.  It  took^Laurds  father  and  now,  it  will  take 
me  too. 

I  hear  the  cars  coming  Behind  me  slowly  come  to  a  halt.  I  have  to  do  it  now  or  the  chance  will  Be 
lost.  I can  now hear  the  footsteps  coming  from  Behind me.  I  drop  to  my  knees  in  front  of  her  home.  I 
lower  my  head  in  a  small  prayer...' forgive  me,  Qod... '  I  can  hear  the  footsteps  start  to  pickjip  speed  Behind 
me.  Quickly,  I  raise  my  head  and  jam  the  pistol  into  my  mouth.  In  the  split  second  Before  I  pull  the 
trigger  I  taste  the  Bitter,  Burnt  taste  of  the  ignited  gun  powder  in  the  Barrel.  The  footsteps  are  too  late, 
Because  in  one  split  second,  I  am  with  my  love.  I  am... gone... 
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Dance 

Love  is  a  hard word to  define,  although  I  have  tried.  I  felt  If  I  had  some  definition,  I  could  compare 
it  to  my  relationships.  It  would  serve  me  as  an  identification  chart.  Analyzing  it,  I  could  immediately  know 
if  I  had  found  love  or  not.  Taking  what  I  have  observed  and  experienced,  I  sought  to  define  love  through 
questions.  9{ever  did  it  occur  to  me  that  gathering  answers  would  be  such  an  arduous  assignment.  Confused 
by  the  information,  I  hoped  age  and  wisdom  would  offer  a  better  understanding.  As  I  grew  older  however,  I 
found  only  more  questions  and  confusion.  My  experience  can  only  compare  love  to  the  wind,  and  the  answers 
I  seekjo  windswept  leaves  I  chase,  seldom  catching. 

I  have  observed  love  as  a  long  complicated  journey.  Other  times,  as  a  smooth  easy  path,  no  bumps, 
roc^s,  roots  or  brush  to  obscure  both  way,  and  view.  I  have  walked  happily  down  both  paths  in  my  life  and 
wondered,  did  both  paths  lead  to  the  same  place?  'Exctmining  a  leaf,  I  saw  that  each  side  had  its  own  color 
and  texture,  yet  top  and  bottom  shared  a  common  shape. 

I  once  believed  love  was  something  I  must  find  to  have.  I  devoted  time  and  energy  to  searching  and 
ejecting;  finding  only  love  cannot  be  hunted,  or  taken.  Like  the  delicate,  dry,  brown  autumn  leaf  that 
crumbles  at  the  touch  of  a  hand  that  knows  no  gentleness. 

I  also  thought  once  two  people  found  love  it  would  keep  them  beside  each  other.  The  pain  of  reality 
taught  me,  two  people  can  be  in  love,  and  not  belong  together.  I  should  have  known  it  tookjnore  than  just 
love  to  survive,  when  I  have  witnessed  leaves  that  had  died,  still  on  the  tree. 

Is  answering  my  questions  understanding  the  nature  of  love?  Is  defining  love  capturing  it?  Is  love 
really  like  the  wind,  wild  and  free?  for  me  the  answer  is,  yes.  I  say  it  must  be  free  to  move  and  breath, 
unburdened.  'Unfettered  to  fill  sails  and  lift  eagles  in  the  same  breath.  Is  the  secret  within  me?  'Does  chasing 
wind  tossed  leaves  make  me  a  victim  of  the  wind  also?  Maybe,  I  should  try  to  be  like  a  9(ite.  Colorful  and 
strong,  beautiful,  yet  able  to  withstand  the  unpredictable.  Above  all,  love  needs  respect.  Caress  the  wind,  do 
not  try  to  hold,  harness,  or  capture  it.  After  all,  what  is  string,  cloth,  and  sticks,  compared  to  the  force  of  the 
winds?  %ealize  that  its  essence  is  found  in  movement,  and  I  can  only  feel  it  if  it  is.  fill  I  can  do  is  turn 
towards  love.  *Be  warmed  by  its  friction  as  it  flows  over  and  around  me.  Celebrate,  hold  out  my  arms,  let  it 
lift  me  in  one  billowing  breath.  And  with  all  my  color  and  beauty  and  strength.  Dance. 


A  0(U(FSrn09/OfF<JtRcUcTH 

Why  do  you  askjme? 

Cant  you  see? 

What  exactly  it  is 

you  want  me  to  be? 

Is  it  Because  my  life  etudes  you? 

Or  is  it  Because  it  include  you? 


I  am  not  (peeping  you  here 
If  you  don't  want  to  stay. 
I  just  don't  understand... 
I  only  told  you  I'm  Qay. 

-SfainMarie  St.  Cyr 


Innocent  and  female 

Innocent  and  female, 

so,  you  (ockjne  in  a  cage. 
Innocent  and  female, 

which  is  why  I  feel  suck  rage, 
when  you  -push  me  in  the.  corner, 

the  sunlight  can't  shine  on  my  face, 
when  you  push  me  down 

and  rape  me 

i  cannot  shine. 
I  do  not  G%e  it  when  others  speakjor  me. 
I  do  not  enjoy  hearing  what  they  say. 
I  do  not  dictate  to  others, 

so,  please,  don  t  stand  in  my  path  as  I  try  to  veer  out  of  yours. 
'Don't  lockjne  up  to  protect  me,-- 1  choose  to  Be  free 
'Do  not  chain  my  Belongings  within  concrete  walls, 

I'll  Be  wanting  to  ta%e  some  with  me, 
as  you  hold  me  Bacl^ 
and  tell  me,  "no." 

I  will  decide  to  go  forward 

alone, 
empty  -  handed, 

But  so  full  of  life. 


~  Lisa'Kjaud 


Do  not  allow  yourself  to  waste  away,  for  we  are  to  live  Before  we  decay. 
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Buildings  aft  standing  up  straight  and  tail, 

9{g  comer  starts,  they're  aft  in  the  maft 

you  five  in  a  complex  no  more  neighborhoods, 

If  you  don't  have  alarms,  well maybe  you  should. 

your  neighbors  are  strangers,  you  don't  know  their  name, 

find  no  one  will notice  who  went  or  who  came. 

The  parks  dose  at  eight,  no  night  games  of  baft, 

The  muggers  and  addicts  have  ruined  it  aft. 

you  don't  speakjo  strangers,  you  don't  offer  aid, 

for  kindness  can  lead  to  a  price  being  paid. 

flowers  in  boxes,  tattered  and  spent, 

Trees  are  surrounded  By  blocks  of  cement. 

O^p  hills  for  the  sCedders,  no  spates  on  a  creek,. 

you  drive  to  the  rinkjhrough  snow-clogged streets. 

'Bird  songs  and  breezes  are  no  longer  heard, 

It's  sirens  and  car  horns  and  loud  spoken  words. 

Life  just  goes  on,  but  it's  such  a  pity 

That  some  of  us  have  to  live  in  the  city. 


Jeanne  Hue 
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A  boy  of  about  12  years  of  age  sits  in  tke  Woods  by  kimself.    He  is  alone,  on  a  cock  witk 
many  curves  and.  skarp  edges.    As  ke  sits,  a  small  stream  flows  in  front  of  kim,  witk  tke  Water 
glistening  in  tke  sun  barely  skining  tkrougk  tke  trees.    Across  tke  stream,  is  tke  future.    Tke 
future,  witk  brigkt  metal  mackinery,  tkat  kas  no  Voice  or  feeling.    Tkis  little  boy  must  decide. 

A  bird  flies  by  and  slowly  lands  on  tke  rock  witk  tke  boy.    Witk  kis  kead  keld  in  kis  kands, 
ke  is  crying  at  tke  sigkt  ke  sees  across  tke  stream.    He  knows  at  sometime  ke  will  kaVe  to  go  over 
tkere.    He  will  kave  to  face  tke  ckange  of  scenery  and  tke  ckange  of  life_style.    He  knows  tke  forest 
will  soon  be  no  more,  and  buildings  will  take  its  place.    No  more  camping  witk  kis  family.    No  more 
kiking  witk  kis  dad.    Tkere  is  a  Weigkt  on  kis  skoulders  and  a  Voice  in  kis  kead.    One  says  to  leasee 
and  join  tke  new  excitement.    Tke  otker  says,  stay,  protect  tke  dying  breed  of  wildlife.    Tke  boy's 
kead  is  exploding  witk  rage  and  indecision.    Tkere  is  no  ckoice,  and  ke  knows  tkat  sooner  or  later, 
ke  ll  be  forced  to  tke  otker  side.    His  tkougkts  are  uncontrollable  and  sad: 

Tkere  is  no  love  across  tke  stream, 
and  Very  little  kappiness. 
I  see  people  sit  alone  at  macktnes, 
and  tken  go  kome  and  call  it  a  Workday. 
Soon  I  will  be  at  tkat  point, 
in  my  sckool  and  at  my  kome. 
No  one  will  talk  of  feelings, 
or  even  talk  at  alL 
wky  must  I  leave  tkis  place, 
filled  witk  peacefulness, 
and  joy? 

wky  will  I  understand  no  one, 
and  be  alone  until  We're  destroyed? 

Tkese  tkougkts  and  many  more  ran  tkrougk  kis  mind  as  tears  flowed  down  kis  ckeeks. 
Can  I  leave  tkis  World  and  ever  even  adapt  to  tke  new  one?  ke  tkougkt. 

As  ke  sat  alone  in  kis  own  World  of  nature,  ke  noticed  sometking  eery  strange.    Tke  stream 
ke  kad  so  muck  loved  Was  beginning  to  collect  a  strange  residue.    It  and  tke  forest  Was  being  pol~ 
luted.    Animals  Were  running  aWay  from  kim  as  ke  stood  to  kaVe  a  closer  look.    Tke  sky  Was 
slowly  becoming  smoggy  and  ke  kad  not  even  seen  it.    Tke  Water  Was  darkening  wkile  a  tree  fell  in 
tke  distance.    Tke  boy  looked  up  and  said,   I  guess  tkere  is  no  ckoice  anymore. 

— Jonatkan  Basset 
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Wken  I  first  opened  my  eyes  tkis  morning, 

I  looked  out  tke  window, 

And  saw  it  snowing  away  just  as  it  still  is  now, 

I  lovje  tke  snow  it  feels  so  soft, 

But  yet  so  cold, 

It  kas  its  magical  like  appearance, 

Tkat  amazes  all, 

It  glitters  like  mica  rock, 

And  melts  in  tke  palm  of  your  kand  just  like  M'tf'Ms. 

—Leon  C.  Wkite 


Two  Two 


Blue,  blue,  as  a  skoe 


Not  me,  Fm  kigk,  kigk  in  tke  sky 

I  belong  on  tke  ground 

My  feet  bottoms  are  flat,  not  round 

Fly,  fly  Way  up  in  tke  sky 

So  kigk,  I  could  nev?er  die,  die 

Bury,  bury  deep  into  tke  ground 

If  my  feet  Weren't  square 


Tkev  Would  be  round,  and  I  wouldn't  be 


Open  Up  Your  Heart 
to  Mr.  Tougk  Guy 

Somewkere  in  your  dreams 

let  my  lips  come  dose  to  you. 
Tkougk  tkey  are  only  dreams 

someday  tkey  may  all  come  true. 
Is  it  so  muck  to  ask  for  suck  a  tiny  part? 
\&on't  you  find  a  place  for  me 

somewkere  in  your  kear? 

-Peanut 


Underground 


""Stepkanle  Lammi 


■A  Daatk  to  I  ive 

by 

Frank  Rice 

I  kad  just  sat  down  to  start  studying  for  an  A^P  exam  wken  tke  pkone  rang.  "Hello?" 

"Hi  Frank,  tkis  is  your  motker,"  kec  Voice,  Weak  and  trembling. 

"  Wkat's  going  on?"  but  ske  didn't  answer,  just  silence. 

"Frank,  you  need  to  come  kome  Amanda  is  dying. 

"Wkere  is  Tricia?" 

"We  re  all  over  at  ker  apartment  and  tke  pastor  just  got  kere. 

"Let  me  talk  to  Tricia. 

As  I  Waited  for  wkat  seemed  forever,  I  started  tkinking  of  koW  I  could  not  afford  a  plane  ticket  to  New 
York,  not  to  mention  I  kad  a  tougk  exam  coming  up.    Wkat  tke  keli  am  I  going  to  do?!   I  certainly  kave  to  tell 
my  sister  wken  ske  gets  on  tke  pkone  tkat  Im  coming  to  be  witk  ker. 

"Hi,"  ker  voice  was  numb  and  witkout  feeling.    "Wken  are  you  comin?   Tke  doctor  says  Amanda  won't 
make  it  tkrougk  tke  nigkt,  ske  s  been  in  a  coma  for  a  couple  of  kours. 

"I'm  going  to  try  to  leave  kere  tonigkt,  are  Wendy  and  Dale  tkere  yet?" 

""Yes,  everyone  is  in  Amanda  s  room  crying,  I  need  you  to  come  Frank,  someone  wko  doesn't  cry  so 
muck...  so  I  can  talk.    Everyone  is  givin'  mom  pity,  like  it  Was  ker  daugkter  or  sometking. 

Fm  sorry  Tricia,  fU  get  tkere  as  soon  as  I  can.    I  Want  to  talk  to  Amanda.    If  you  put  tke  pkone  to  ker 
ear,  do  you  tkink  ske  could  kear  me?" 

les,  tke  doctor  said  ske  can  kear  us...  Amanda.,  it's  Uncle  Frank...  go  akead  and  talk  to  ker." 

"Hi  Amanda,  it's  Uncle  Frank,  wisk  I  could  be  tkere...  I  love  you...  Fli  come  as  soon  as  I  can...  bye." 

After  I  got  off  tke  pkone  all  I  could  tkink  of  Was  koW  muck  I  kated  my  motker.    I  felt  like  ske  kad  been 
Waiting  for  tkis  moment  for  a  lonq  time,  just  for  some  twisted  self  pity.    I  Wanted  to  tkink  about  Amanda  dying 
but  I  couldn  t.    Tkree  kours  later,  Amanda  died  in  ker  motkers  arms,  my  little  sisters  arnxs. 

On  tke  plane  all  I  could  tkink  about  Was  koW  I  migkt  pretend  to  really  care.    Just  to  skoW  some  emo~ 
tion  Would  be  an  amazing  event  for  me.    Our  family  kasn't  been  togetker  all  at  once  since  We  Were  all  kids,  We 
all  seemed  to  scatter  as  soon  as  We  Were  able  to  leave  tke  kouse.    It  Was  a  rare  occasion  just  to  call  a  sibling,  let 
alone  our  parents,  now  because  someone  died  we  were  all  forced  into  tkis  uncomfortable  situation. 

Wken  I  arrived  at  tke  terminal  I  Was  greeted  by  my  parents,  a  normal  greeting,  notking  extra,  wkick  I 
didn  t  mind  at  alL    On  tke  to  tkeir  kouse,  we  only  talked  of  mundane  tkings  like  sckool  and  work.    I  still  didn  t 
feel  any  overwkelming  emotions  about  my  nieces  deatk.    I  tkink.  I  Wanted  to  tkougk.    Wken  We  arrived  at  tke 
kouse  I  Was  informed  by  my  motker  tkat  I  would  kave  to  sleep  on  tke  floor  in  tke  living  room  because  my 
relatives  Were  staying  in  my  old  room.    "Yeak  rigktL  HI  just  sleep  out  in  tke  trailer."    Wkat  I  Was  really  tkink- 
ing. "You  couldn't  pay  me  to  stay  in  your  kouse.  you  bitck!" 

I  told  Dale  to  finisk  kis  cigarette  so  We  could  go  in.    He  flicked  it  form  kis  angers  towards  tke  parking 
curb,  sending  tke  kot  ambers  everywkere.    I  also  fliciced  mine.    But,  I  flicked  it  in  front  of  me  so  I  could  stamp  it 
out  as  I  Walked  by  it.    I  reallv  didn  t  Want  to  qo  in.  but  I  kad  to  do  tkis  for  my  sister  Tricia.    Ske  needed  me  in 
tkere.    We  Were  family,  so  We  could  go  In  tke  bacrc  Way.    We  Were  family,  so  We  could  go  in  tke  bactc  Way.    Tkis 
migkt  make  it  easier  I  tkougkt.    As  We  Walked  up  tke  long  ramp  at  tke  back  door.  Dale  passed  me  and  opened 
tke  door  for  me.    He  just  didn  t  want  to  go  in  first.    I  Waliced  in  anyway  because  I  Was  tke  oldest. 

I  kad  never  been  to  a  funeral  kome  before,  it  Was  so  quiet  and  serene,  almost  Holy.    I  Was  real  kappy 
tkat  nobody  Was  at  tke  door  to  greet  me  and  Dale.    Dale  asiced  me,    Wkat  are  We  supposed  to  do  now? 

"I  guess  We  qo  into  tkat  otker  room  wkere  Tricia  is.     I  knew  We  Were  just  botk  stalling,  trying  not  to  face 
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tke  inevitable. 

Ccaig  Walked  in  from  tke  adjoining  coom  witk  kis  eyes  to  tke  floor.  His  eyes  Were  bloodskot  and  moist  as 
ke  looked  up  at  us.  Twelve  years  kad  passed  since  tke  tkcee  of  us  kad  been  in  a  coom  togetkec.  It  didn  t  seem  like 
We  Were  ev?en  bcotkecs  so  muck  time  kad  passed. 

"Wko's  in  tke  coom  Ccaig?" 

"Dad  and  Mom...  W endv  and  Tcicia. 

"HoW  tkey  doin'? 

Ccaig  just  looked  at  me  oddly  and  skcugged  kis  skouldecs. 

Dale  and  Ccaig  WaUced  stiffly  to  tke  otkec  coom  wkile  I  just  stood  tkece  frozen.    I  just  couldn  t  go  in  tkece 
cigkt  now.    I  felt  an  unfamiliac  pain  welling  up  inside  me  esnecy  time  I  would  look  at  tke  dooc  to  tkat  coom.    Aftec 
about  iwe  minutes,  Wendy,  Ccaig,  and  Dale  walked  out  of  tke  coom  witk  teacs  in  tkeic  eyes  and  tke  sounds  of 
uncontrolled  sobbing  coming  from  tkeic  ckests.    I  didn't  like  tkat  sound,  it  makes  me  angcy  to  keac  it.   Tke  scene 
bcougkt  back  memocies  of  all  tke  abuse  tkat  We  Went  tkcougk  growing  up.    Tke  long  nigkts  of  beatings  and  tke 
sounds  of  ccying.    We  all  ccied  a  lot  tken...  We  all  still  kate  ouc  motkec. 

Finally,  I  got  tke  coucage  to  walk  into  tke  coom.   Soft  music  was  playing  wkick  stcuck  me  as  odd  foe  a 
moment.    Tcicia  Was  kneeling  next  to  kec  little  gid's  casket,  moaning.    As  I  watcked  kec  gcie<»?ing,  ouc  motkec 
Walked  up  to  me,  ceacking  out  to  kug  me.    I  quiciay  sidestepped  to  skake  my  uncle's  kand.    Tkank  God  ke  Was 
tkece  to  ceceivte  it!   Still.  I  did  not  crv. 

OK,  I  can  kandle  tkis,  no  sweat.    I'm  in  tke  coom...  in  control  of  my  emotions...  cool 

Tcicia  looked  cvec  at  me,  I  could  see  in  kec  eyes  ske  Was  looking  foe  sometking  tkat  was  appacently 
missing.    I  Knew  exactly  wkat  ske  Was  seaccking  foe,  but  I  kadn't  ccied  in  so  many  yeacs.    I  took  a  silent  vow  not  to 
aftec  I  left  my  pacents  kouse.    I  knew  ske  needed  me  to  ccy.   Ske  came  cVec  to  wkece  I  Was  standing  and  took  my 
kand.    oke  led  me  to  tke  castcet  and  skoWed  me  kec  little  gid  lying  tkece  so  peacefully. 

As  I  looked  at  Amanda's  body  lying  tkece,  so  still,  I  could  feel  sometking  tcembling  inside  nay  gut.   I 
looked  at  tkat  little  gid's  face  and  could  see  my  own  daugktec's  face.    I  could  not  kold  back  anymoce.    I  let  out  a 
Wcencking  ccy  and  pulled  it  back  in  foe  a  moment  but  soon  lost  control  totally.    I  knelt  tkece  foe  long  time  and  just 
ccied  my  keact  out.    It  icinda  felt  good.    I  felt  kuman. 
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A  few  years  back,  all  the  animals  Went  aWay. 

We  Woke  up  one  morning,  and  they  had  just  disappeared.    They  dldn  t  even  leave  us  a 
note,  or  say  good-bye.    We  never  figured  out  quite  where  they  had  gone  to. 

Did  We  miss  them?   I  think  We  did.    Yes,  I  am  almost  certain  We  did. 

Some  of  us  thought  that  this  Was  the  end  of  the  World,  that  We  Were  all  going  to  die  now. 
But  It  Wasn't  and  We  didn't.    There  just  Weren't  anymore  animals.    No  cats  or  rabbits,  no  dogs 
or  whales,  no  fish  In  the  seas,  no  birds  In  the  skies. 

We  Were  all  alone,  then. 

We  didn't  exactly  know  what  to  do. 

We  Wandered  around  lost  for  quite  some  time,  and  then  someone  pointed  out  that  just 
because  there  Were  no  more  animals  anymore,  doesn't  mean  We  have  to  change  our  lutes.    No 
reason  We  have  to  change  our  diets,  or  to  cease  testing  products  that  might  cause  us  harm. 

After  all,  We  still  had  the  babies. 

And  We  used  them. 

Some  of  them,  as  disgusting  as  this  sounds,  We  ate.    But,  It  Was  very  delicious.    Baby 
flesh  Is  tender,  and  succulent.    We  flayed  their  skin,  and  decorated  ourselves  In  It.    Baby 
leather  Is  soft,  and  very  comfortable. 

Some  of  the  babies  We  tested. 

We  taped  open  their  eyes,  dripped  detergents  and  shampoos  In,  one  single  drop  at  a  time. 

We  scarred  them,  and  scolded  them.    We  burnt  them.    We  clamped  them  and  planted 
electrodes  Into  their  brains.    We  grafted,  and  We  froze,  and  We  Irradiated  them. 

The  babies  breathed  our  smoke,  and  the  babies'  Veins  flowed  with  our  medicines  and  our 
drugs,  until  they  stopped  breathing,  or  until  their  blood  stopped  flowing  In  their  small  bodies. 

It  Was  hard,  of  course,  but  It  Was  a  necessity.    No  one  could  deny  that. 

With  the  animals  gone,  what  else  could  We  do? 

Some  people  complained,  of  course.    But  then  again,  they  always  do,  don  t  they. 

And  everything  went  back  to  normal  after  that. 

Only... 

Yesterday,  all  the  babies  had  disappeared.    Gone  Into  the  night. 

We  don't  know  where  they  Went.    We  didn't  even  see  them  go.    We  don't  know  what  We 
are  going  to  do  now  without  them. 

—  Sean  Flynn 
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Last  night  I  dreamed  I  Was  a  machine,  and  you  Were  there  but  you  forgot  to  turn  me  on. 
You  seemed  happy,  and  you  Were  driving  a  bus  with  a  canary  on  your  shoulder,  and  a  monkey  on 
your  back. 

I  tried  to  talk  to  you,  but  I  Was  just  a  machine,  and  I  Was  not  even  turned  on,  so  I  changed 
Into  a  child  and  ran  to  catch  vou. 

I  almost  caught  up  to  you,  but  the  mannequins  with  no  hair  appeared  and  frightened  me 
so  much  that  I  could  not  even  move,  or  yell  for  help,  or  yell  to  you. 

Luckily,  the  mannequins  with  no  hair  had  to  go  kill  Santa  Clause,  so  they  left  me  alone. 
At  this  point  I  tried  to  catch  up  to  you  but  I  couldn't  even  see  you  because  you  Were  so  far  ahead. 

So  I  turned  Into  everything,  and  suddenly  there  I  Was...  Everywhere.  I  had  so  much  to  do  I 
figured  I  Would  sit  and  rest  first,  but  that  Was  a  mistake  because  the  mannequins  with  no  hair 
returned,  and  found  me  sitting,  very  vulnerable.  And  once  again  I  got  scared  and  ran. 

The  mannequins  with  no  hair  had  a  sack  they  carried  with  them  when  they  Were  chasing 
me.  I  Was  tired  and  they  knew  they  had  me  beat.  I  looked  doWn  to  notice  that  I  Was  now  running 
on  a  block  of  Ice  that  had  broken  off  from  the  rest  of  the  shore,  and  I  along  with  the  mannequins 
with  no  hair  Were  drifting  out  to  sea.  I  looked  down  and  noticed  We  Were  not  alone.  With  us  Was  a 
penguin.    A  magic  penguin. 

when  the  mannequins  with  no  hair  saw  they  had  me  trapped;  they  laughed,  and  pulled 
out  of  their  sack  a  severed  head.  I  assume  they  did  this  to  show  me  what  they  Were  going  to  do  to 
me  as  Well.  I  looked  closer  and  noticed  that  this  Was  no  ordinary  head,  but  the  head  of  the  jolly 
one  himself,  only  now  obviously  he  Was  not  so  jolly.  Santa's  severed  head  Was  staring  at  me,  eyes 
bulged,  skin  now  turning  a  deeper  shade  of  green,  veins  hanging  from  a  bloodied  stump  of  a  neck, 
and  blood  gushing  out  of  his  plump  head.  Suddenly,  I  knew  I  had  to  do  something  to  stop  these 
Insane  mannequins  with  no  hair. 

So,  I  looked  down  at  the  magic  penguin  and  asked  for  his  help.  He  looked  up  at  me  and 
replied,    why  the  hell  are  you  asking  me?  I'm  not  even  magic,  I  just  pretend  to  be  so  I  can  get  laid, 
the  chicks  seem  to  dig  my  little  magicians  hat  and  my  magic  Wand. 

The  mannequins  with  no  hair  along  with  Santa's  severed  head  came  closer,  and  I  thought  I 
Was  done.  I  then  heard  the  Voice  of  the  fake  magic  penguin,  and  he  said.   Hey,  Walt  a  second,  did 
you  forget  you  Were  everything,  and  everywhere,  I  bet  you  did.' 

He  Was  right,  I  did.  So,  being  everything,  I  reversed  what  had  been  done  and  the  marine" 
quins  with  no  hair  Went  back  to  their  store  window  at  Sears.  And  Santa  got  his  head  back,  and  he 
Was  so  happy  to  have  his  head  back  he  gave  me  a  canned  ham. 

I  also  remembered  I  Was  everywhere,  so  I  returned  to  where  you  Were,  and  when  I  got  there  I 
Was  Waiting  for  you  to  speak,  and  when  you  finally  opened  your  mouth  to  breath  your  Words  to 
me,  I  Was  saddened  to  realize  I  had  Woken  up. 

—Erlc  Resnlk 
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My  'Apocalyptic  Dream 

I  cant  see  the  buildings  and  I  cant  see  tke  trees.    While  all  tke  people  dissotae  under  tke  brilliant  ligkt, 
and  tkis  is  my  apocalyptic  dream.    I  walk  alone  tkrougk  tke  long  trails  of  notkingness,  Deafened  by  tke 
loud,  annoying  sound  of  silence.    No  laugking,  No  crying,  No  luring,  Just  dying.    Tke  dead  lie  just  as  tkey 
fell,  outstretcked  arms  and  a  silent  scream  locked  into  tkeir  skeletons.    Tke  terror  of  tke  muskroom  cloud 
tkat  seared  off  tkeir  flesk  apparent  tkrougkout  tke  dead.    I  Walk  tkrougk  tke  ravage  streets  of  civilization 
witk  tears  running  down  my  ckeeks.    And  tkis  is  my  apocalyptic  dream. 


♦ 


-Andy  Couture 


A  Lost  Soul 

by: 

Scott  Hartwell 

He  Wakes  from  his  drunken  stupor,    where  am  I  he  Wonders?    He  sees  a  small,  abandoned 
log  cabin  directly  In  front  of  him.    He  Walks  through  the  front  door,  Into  a  small  room.    The  room 
Is  \?ery  dark.    There  Is  just  enough  light,  coming  from  the  fireplace  to  see.    He  looks  at  the  Wall 
behind  him,  books,  more  books  than  you  could  read  In  a  lifetime.    There  is  a  red  \?eU?et  chair  in 
front  of  the  fireplace.    He  takes  off  his  beaten  jacket  and  places  it  on  the  chair.    He  notices  an  old 
book  on  the  chair.    There  is  no  title  on  the  cover.    He  opens  the  book,  it  is  filled  with  empty  pages. 
He  sits  in  the  chair  and  lights  his  cigar.    He  sits  for  a  while,  trying  to  figure  out  where  he  is.    Then 
it  hits  him,  who  started  the  fire?    He  begins  to  look  around  for  clues.    He  turns  around  and  sees  a 
passage  Way  he  must  have  overlooked.    The  passage  Way  is  cooered  by  a  curtain.    He  goes  to  the 
passage  Way,   Maybe  I  should  leaste?"  he  says  out  loud.    Something  inside  forces  him  to  go  further. 
He  throws  back  the  curtain  and  a  deep  chill  flows  through  his  body.    He  looks  behind  him,  the 
passage  does  not  exist.    He  now  stands  in  the  middle  of  a  hallway.    The  Walls,  the  floor,  and  the 
ceiling  are  all  white.    He  takes  a  puff  of  his  cigar,  puzzled,  what  next?    He  does  not  know  which  Way 
to  go.    He  fears  he  will  choose  the  Wrong  Way.    He  decides  to  Walk  in  the  direction  he  is  facing,  and 
not  stop  until  the  end.    He  Walks  for  what  seems  like  hours.    No  progress  made,  white  still  sur~ 
rounds  him. 

He  has  no  idea  what  he  is  looking  for,  but  he  knows  he  cannot  stop.  He  is  now  puffing  his 
cigar  regularly.  He  starts  feeling  eery  strange  and  begins  to  shake.  He  feels  a  Warm  breeze  from 
behind  him.  He  turns  around  and  immediately  falls  to  his  knees.  He  is  paralyzed  by  the  figure 
that  stands  before  him.  What  he  feels  is  all  the  pain  he  has  caused.  W hat  he  sees  is  his  image. 
His  body  without  a  soul.    The  cigar  kits  the  floor  and  stops  burning. 

The  End  -Scott  HartWell 
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"cSkys  tke  I  Amit" 


I  sit  \\ece  alone  in  tke  world, 

as  it  sggitis  to  me. 

Tke  peaceful  life  atxx>e. 

Tke  dusk  of  reality  setting  in  around. 

My  own  tkougkts  miles  away 

dreams  soaring  in  tke  clouds. 

I  Wonder  kow  fll  ev?er  come  back  down. 

But  it's  so  muck  nicer  tkere 

feeling  tke  sunskine- 

tke  wind  upon  my  ckeeks 

as  I  try  to  find  my  own  place 

in  tkis  world. 

My  eyes  full  of  kope 

transparent  as  tke  brigkt  blue  sky 

scatterings  of  clouds,  of  fears,  of  doubts 

but  always  lookinq  onward 

eoei\  into  tke  darkness  reality  may  bring. 


* 


* 


* 


"Justine  Giardiello 


$ 


My  Field  of  Flowers 

I  lay  kere  tkinkinq, 

tkinkinq  of  wkat  to  Write. 

Writing, 

Wkatecer  pops  up  in  my  kead, 

sayinq, 

Wkatecer  Pm  tkinking, 

dceaminq, 

or  a  beautiful  Held  of  flowers, 

wiskinq, 

I  Was  part  of  tkem. 

But  in  reality, 

I  am. 

I  see  tke  flowers  qrowinq, 

as  so  anx  I. 

I  see  tkem  beinq  nurtured, 

by  tke  biqqer,  stronqer  flowers, 

as  so  am  I. 

But  in  a  different  Way, 

I'm  leaminq, 

learning  of  tke  past  and  seeinq, 

seeinq  wkat  tke  future  kas  in  store, 

findinq  out, 

it  s  wkatecer  I  dream. 

— Angela  Carpenter 
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cSrainds  I  Jn/W  tke  Big  Top 


Here  korses  can  dance 

Men  malce  fierce  lions  pcance 

People  try  to  make  strangers  laugk 

A  guy  in.  a  cape  can  cut  a  Woman  in  kali 

Magic  Weas?ers  make  us  gasp  in  fear 

Anytking  could  kappen  kece 

A  man  in  a  tux  witk  tails  takes  center  stage 

His  voice  seems  filled,  witk  an.  uncertain,  rage 

I  listen  to  kim  tell  of  impending  doom 

A  sudden  silence  fills  tke  room 

Eerie  music  begins  to  play 

He  skares  tke  tkings  We  all  need  to  say 

He  talks  of  legendary  journeys,  saints  and  sinners, 
red  sport  cars  in,  tke  slow  lane,  lazy  turtles  on  logs, 
dummy  Buffet,  disco  kails,  tke  mystery  bekind  polyester, 
and  singing  telegrams 

He  sings  about  pelicans  guarding  empty  bays,  rocking  ckairs 
tkat  creak  tke  stories  of  generations,  tree,  nouses,  tke  dark  side 
of  tke  moon,  dream  catckers  and  gargoyles 

He  cries  tales  of  Stanley,  Blancke,  and  Stella,  letters  Written 
but  nes?er  sent,  waking  up  in  someone  else's  dream,  empty 
wine  bottles  and  Das?id  Bowie's  ev?er  ckanging  self 

He  tells  of  tkese  and  more  but  I  am  tke  only  one  wko  kears 
Tke  rest  around  me  only  listen  to  tke  sounds  of  tke  circus 
No  one  else  is  listening 
Tkese  faint  wkispers  often  fall  on  deaf  ears 

-Katie  Sullivan 


GP.NTT  FKT  OF  -AT  I   TTMrvS  SH-APFS 

FVE  BEEN  PLANTED  SINCE  BIBLICAL  TIMES 

SOFT,  WHITE 

WOVEN  FOR  A  SPECIAL  PURPOSE 

LIKE  TI  IE  SPIDER'S  TI IREAD 

MY  FIBER  CLOSES  GAPS 

CULTIVATED,  WARM 

HANGING  IN  THE  BREEZE 

DOWNY,  ATTACHED  TO  MY  SEEDS 

GENTLEST  OF  ALL  TIMES  SHAPES 

COTTON. 

—  Margail  L.  Stxreetec 
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Angels  believe  tke  eyes  ace  tke  Endows  to  tke  soul. 

I  .ooking-Glass  tSclf 

by 
Rick  Hennemann 

Tke  day  Was  calm,  a  nice  day  foe  a  Walk.    Up  kece  on  tke  cliffs  tke  sun  was  always  generous,  foresee 
illunxinating  all  it  could  touck.    However,  today  tke  leaves  kad  begun  to  fall,  togetker,  lying  vacant  on  tke 
grass.   AH  tkat  remained  wken  tke  gentlemen  arrived  Was  a  torn  piece  of  clotking  and  evidence  of  a 
struggle.    Or  perkaps  an  accident,   tke  remains  Would  eventually  tell  tke  men  a  story  of  wkat  Was,  in  tkeir 
eyes,  tke  kero  and  tke  kelpless.    Wkat  kad  kappened  just  minutes  before  was  a  predicament  deemed  by 
mortal  men  as  being  tke  fault  of  uneven  ground,  faulty  terrain,  unforgiving  rock,  or  just  simple  kuman 
error.   A  slip,  fall,  and  tken  a  courageous  attempt  at  keroism,  but  sadly,  a  failed  attempt. 

Earlier  tkis  day  tkese  cliffs  played  kost  to  a  young  couple.   A  couple  witk  a  purpose,  but  in  need  of 
direction.    Tke  man  carried  witk  kim,  as  ke  kad  for  so  long,  tke  burden  of  kis  silence,  and  kopes  of  its 
release  today.   But  still  ke  Was  silent,  a  poet  witkout  Words.   Tkey  continued  on,  tke  man  still  distant,  kis 
love  too  close  to  tke  edge. 

As  ke  lifted  kis  kead  to  speak,  fate  stepped  in.   In  an  instant,  witk  tke  strengtk  of  a  tkousand  men 
and  tke  tears  of  a  tkousand  eyes,  ke  keld  kis  love,  kelpless,  over  tke  void.   His  tkougkts  of  saying  good  "bye 
escaped  kim,  yet  ke  seemed  to  make  no  attempt  to  lift  kec.   He  just  stared.   Peering  tkrougk  tke  wkite  glass 
windows  ke  saw  a  beautiful  ckild  crying  in  tke  wind.   Tke  breeze  Was  warm,  but  tke  ckild 's  tears  were  cold. 
At  last,  ke  saw  tke  love  tkat  ke  kad  needed  to  see  for  so  long,  tkat  ke  kad  searcked  for  always.   Love,  real 
love.   Tke  kind  tkat  takes  no  effort  to  ackieve,  from,  eitker  side.   Beautiful,  magic,  love.   Not  tke  kind  tkat 
dies,  tke  kind  tkat  kills  you.   Tken  almost  immediately  ke  realized  tke  ckild  Was  not  crying  for  kim.   Tkis 
instant  loss  of  meaning,  of  feeling,  caused  a  momentary  lapse  of  reason. 

As  kis  grip  loosened,  ske  closed  kec  eyes. 

Alone  now.   Tke  wind  turned  cold,  and  ke  could  no  longer  see  tke  ckild,  but  somewkere  ke  could 
still  kear  tke  crying.    Finally  broken,  tke  kero  witkout  tke  kelpless  retracted  kis  kand  and  stood  up  to  Walk 
away.   As  ke  turned,  tke  frozen  wind  attacked  kis  face.   It  Was  kis  name  tkat  kit  kim.   He  opened  kis  eyes 
and  again  ke  saw  tke  ckild,  witkout  tears,  peering  into  kim.    And  again  ke  saw  tkis  love,  kelpless,  love.    Tke 
kind  tkat  takes  no  effort  to  ackieve.    Beautiful,  magic,  love.   Not  tke  kind  tkat  dies,  tke  kind  tkat  kills  you. 
Tke  ckild  extended  a  kand,  and  gave  back  life  to  tkis  tired  mackine,  brougkt  back  to  tkis  man  kis  mean- 
ing, kis  feeling.    But,  ke  still  Ixadn't  said  good-bye.   It  began  to  caiia,  tkrougk  tke  windows,  as  tke  man  kad 
carelessly  left  tkem  open. 

As  ke  stepped  to  tke  edge,  ke  closed  kis  eyes. 
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listen  to  my  broken  heart 
Listen  to  the  songs  of  death 
sirens  call 

from  an 

island  unseen 
and  there  is  no  pain  there 
and  there  is  no  death  there 
because  death  holds  no  {ear 
for  someone  this  alone 
where  has  she  gone 
and  what  will  heal  my  soul 
this  is  the  lining  death 

there 
is 
no 
escape... 


i  climb  the  stairs  to  the  bridge 
my  overcoat  hangs  lifeless  and  dull 
even  with  wind  whipping  my  hair 
away  from  my  face 

i  Walk  out  toward  the  high  point 

staring  at  the  black  liquid  death 

hundreds  oi  feet  below 

and  remember 

even  though  i  don't  Want  to  -  - 

and  anguish  crashes  into  my  awareness 

three  days  ago,  she  left 

no  Warning  beforehand 

not  even  a  dear  John  letter  afterward 

just  —  gone 

i  got  home 

her  things  Were  cleaned  out  of  mv  closet 

an  hour  ago 

the  phone  rang 

it  Woke  me  up 

before  i  got  to  it 

the  machine  picked  up 


it  was  her 

she  said 

phil,  don't  pick  up 

i  don't  Want  to  hear  your  voice 

i  couldn't  handle  it  right  now- 

i  just  had  to  tell  you 

i'm  happy  where  i  am 

and... 


i  m  sorry 
then  a  click 
she  Was  gone 
apparently  forever 
so  here  i  find  myself 
staring  into  cold  nothing 
i  climb  the  guardrail 
and  let  go 

who  icneW  my  overcoat 
would  slow  my  fall  so  much 
i  tumble  through  space 
it  seems  like  forever 
cliche  i  know 
but  it's  true 

the  ice  broke  under  me 
how  did  i  hit  near  the  shore 
i  jumped  from  the  middle 

please  god 

don't  let  anyone  find  me  here 

i  Want  to  die  tonight 

the  lights  up  there- 
rescuers  or  dawn? 
spotlights 
damn 

i  have  to  get  hidden 
i  slide  deeper  into  the  Water 
too  late 

yells  faint  from  above 
too  late  for  them,  too 
i'm  already  gone 


have 
escaped... 

Joshua  Phoenix 
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Spellbound 

Have  you  ever  met  anyone  wko  Was  a  great  storyteller?   One  who  could  talk  for  kours  telling  tales 
of  adventure,  of  fun  oc  figkts  or  frolicking?   Tales  tluit  nvade  you  lauglv,  or  Weep,  or  simply  left  you  spell- 
bound?  Well,  one  glorious  day  I  met  suck  a  person.  Let  me  tell,  you  about  kirn... 

I  Was  about  twelve  years  old  at  tke  time  and  listing  witk  nay  grandparents  on  a  small  dairy  farm  in 
Vermont.   One  Saturday  morning,  I  oveckeard  tkem  talking  about  going  to  tke  Woods  to  searck  for  musk" 
rooms.   After  a  long  discussion  tkey  decided  tkey  couldn't  go  until  tke  following  week.   Hoping  to  surprise 
tkem,  I  decided  to  look  for  some  by  myself. 

It  Was  in  tke  fall  of  tke  year.   Tke  Woods  Were  aflame  witk  brilliant  colors  from  tke  autumn  leaves. 
I  kad  found  an  opening  undemeatk  some  beeck  trees  wkere  tke  umbrella  keads  of  tke  muskrooms  almost 
cohered  tke  ground.   Tkere  Were  wkite  ones,  brown  ones,  and  some  tkat  were  a  deep  pink.   I  picked  as  fast  as 
I  could  and  visualized  tke  kappy  smiles  on  my  grandparents  faces  wken  I  returned. 

Tke  first  time  I  realized  tkat  I  Was  not  alone  Was  wken  I  keard  someone  wkistling.   Looking  up  in 
surprise  I  saw  a  man  standing  nearby.   He  smiled,  a  big  Warm  smile,  tken  came  Walking  toward  me.   He 
kad  strange  looking  clotkes,  but  sometking  told  me  I  kad  just  met  a  new  friend.   Someone  very  special!   He 
asked  me  if  I  liked  muskrooms.   I  said,  "Yes,"  but  I  was  picking  tkem  tor  tke  first  time  as  a  surprise  for  my 
grandparents.    He  tken  asked  if  I  liked  stories.    I  replied,  "I  sure  do!" 

Now  I  can't  remember  or  tell  you  all  tke  stories  ke  told  me  tkat  day,  but  it  Was  late  afternoon  wken 
ke  finally  stood  up  form,  tke  tree  stump  wkere  ke  kad  been  sitting,  knocked  tke  askes  out  of  kis  pipe  and 
said  ke  kad  to  leave.   However,  ke  Wanted  to  tell,  me  one  last  story.   It  was  about  a  man  wko  left  k.is  farm 
one  day  to  go  kunting  in  tke  Catskill  Mountains  in  New  "York.    Well,  it  seems  ke  ate  kis  dinner  up  tkere, 
tken  crawled  into  a  cave  and  fell  asleep  for  twenty  years.    Wken  my  new  friend  finisked  speaking,  ke  did  a 
strange  tking.    Reacking  into  my  pail  of  muskrooms,  ke  searcked  among  tkem,  and  keld  up  tkcee  of  tkem. 
Tken  ke  told  me  to  examine  tkem.  very,  very  closely.   "If  you  ever  eat  anyone  of  tkese,"  ke  warned,  "you 
Would  eitker  fall  asleep  forever  or,  if  you  Were  lucky,  for  twenty  years.    As  ke  turned  to  go  ke  said,  "Wkat's 
your  name  boy?" 

"Dougie  Quinn,"  I  replied. 

He  skook  my  kand  and  said,  "Tkey  call  me  Rip.   Tkat's  skort  for  Rip  Van  Winkle.   I  come  back 
every  twenty  years  to  tell  my  story."   He  smiled  and  walked  away,  wkistling  merrily. 

P.S.  I  later  discovered  tkat  tke  initials  R.LP.  mean  Rest  in  Peace! 


Doug  Q 


uinn 
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Is  Anything  Better  tkan  tke  Yankees? 

For  as  long  as  I  could,  remember,  I  Watcked  tke  New  York  Yankees.    I  Was  only  ten  years  old  tke  last  time 
tkat  tkey  Won  a  World  series.    Tv>e  Waited  (or  so  many  years  and  tonigkt  tkey  finally  did  it.    I  kave  never  in  mv 
entire  life  missed  a  World  series,  and  I  couldn  t  really  understand  wky  tke  eery  team  Fee  been  Waiting  to  see,  for  so 
many  vears,  on  tkis  nigkt  Was  meaningless.    I  missed  tke  first  seven  innings.    I  guess  tke  game  didnt  really  matter 
because  all  I  ever  Wanted  Was  to  be  bv  your  side.    As  I  sat  witk  you  near  tke  living  room,  I  could  kear  tke  fans 
skouting.    I  just  knew  tkey  Were  kaving  a  ball,  but  just  being  witk  you,  Watcking  you  kit  tke  keyboard  to  kelp  me 
win  tke  game  Was  even  more  exciting.    After  eack  and  every  great  play,  your  stepfatker  Walked  in  tke  room  and 
told  me  wkat  kad  kappened  but  I  tkink  ke  was  being  more  tkan  just  a  fan.    Every  time  I  keard  tke  crowd,  I  knew 
He  Was  on  kis  Way  and  just  before  ke  Walked  in,  I  moved  aWay.    I  tken  sat  in  tke  living  room  and  Watcked  tke 
remaining  part  of  tke  game.    It  got  a  little  tense.    A  man  on  first  and  tkird  base,  two  outs,  one  ball  and  two  strikes, 
an  suddenly  a  pop  fly.    I  knew  it  Was  all  over.    I  Wanted  to  kug  someone  but  you  Were  tke  only  one  by  my  side  and 
I  didn't  Want  you  to  tkink  I  was  crazy.    It's  only  been  a  few  weeks  and  so  I  asked,  "Can  I  kiss  you?"   Fm  glad  I  did. 

—Eddie  Vargas 


Standing  on  a  skaky  platform 

Higk  above  tke  unforgiving  eartk 

Teetering  on  tke  edge 

Witk  my  kands  flailing  to  regain  my  stable  balance. 

And  it  is  like  a  balancing  act, 

witk  tkose  gossamer  strings 

Dangling  from  my  outstretcked  fingers. 

And  tkere  tkey  are 

Attacked  at  tke  skoulders,  kands,  knees,  and  legs 

Miniature  kuman  puppets 

Playing  my  game  called  love. 

— Devone  Dumas 
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TKp  Natch 

by 

Corey  Loncey 

Witk  spring  just  around  tke  comer  and  cabin  fever  at  it  s  kicjkest  peak  my  tkoucjkts  turn  to  tke 
mountains.    Grafton  Notck  State  Park  in  Maine  to  be  more  precise.    I  lived  in  Betkel,  ME  (or  two  years. 
Betkel  is  a  very  small  town  in  tke  soutkwestem  part  of  tke  state.    Its  only  claim  to  fame  is  tkat  it  s  tke  only 
"real"  town  at  tke  base  of  Sunday  River  Ski  <&  Mountain  Bike  Resort.    Well,  tke  next  town  keadin'  nortk  is 
NeWry.    NeWry  is  by  far  tke  tiniest  town  I  kave  ever  seen  in  my  life.    "Down  town"  NeWcy  consists  of  one 
building.    Tkis  one  building  kas  tke  post  office,  "police  room"  and  tke  general  store  complete  witk  all  tke 
kunting  equipment  and  ammunition  you  need- 
But  boy,  wkat  a  town  to  get  back  in  touck  witk  nature  in!    Ydu  see,  90%  of  NeWry  is  untoucked 
mountains!    If  mountain  biking  isn't  your  style  there  are  lots  of  trails  tkat  kave  been  groomed  by  tke  deep 
Jamboree's,  snoWnxobilers,  and  cross  country  skiers.    In  one  day  you  can  Walk  a  nicely  groomed  trail  or  be 
adventurous  and  blaze  your  own  trail    You  can  test  your  strengtk  and  nerves  rock  climbing  or  leisurely  cruise 
tke  Aderiscondon  River  in  a  kayak.    If  you  ask  me  tkougk,  tke  best  part  about  NeWry  is  Grafton  Notck  State 
Park. 

Grafton  Notck  Was  created  by  tke  glaciers  of  tke  last  ice  age  and  kas  remained  relatively  pristine  to 
tkis  day.    If  you  re  into  loading  up  trie;  back  pack  and  keading  off  into  tke  wilderness  like  I  am,    tkis  is  defi~ 
nitely  tke  place  to  be5    Being  a  national  park  it  is  kept  up  by  tke  rangers  very  WelL    Not  to  mention  tke  local 
folks  all  love  tke  Notck  and  take  pride  in  its  appearance.    Tkis  park  is  special  to  me  because  it's  tke  perfect 
place  for  a  lot  of  little  jaunts  tkrougk  tke  forest  eack  day.    Witk  only  one  road  going  tkrougk  tke  wkole  notck 
tkere  really  isn't  muck  ckoice  to  wkere  you  can  drive,  but  tke  road  takes  you  to  areas  wkere  you  can  park 
and  witkin  minutes  you  will  be  totally  engulfed  in  tke  magic  of  tke  land!! 

Spring  is  tke  most  wondrous  time  of  tkem  all  in  tke  Notck.    In  tke  early  spring,  load  your  camera 
and  bring  an  extra  roll  or  two  because  tke  local  wildlife  are  all  about  trying  to  get  an  early  start  at  feeding 
after  tke  long,  kard  winter.    Towards  tke  middle  of  April,  tke  moose  start  to  come  out  of  tke  deep  Woods  and 
come  to  tke  roads.    Craving  sodium,  tkey  lick  tke  pavement  tkat  kas  been  salted  by  tke  kigkway  dept.  over 
tke  winter. 

Moose  are  magnificent  animals  tkat  are  usually  very  gentle,  but  you've  got  to  remember  tkat  tkey 
are  wild  anintals,  and  can  and  do  kave  bad  days  too.  99.999...%  of  all  tke  moose  encounter's  you  will  kave  will 
be  notking  skort  of  magical    Wken  you  are  Walking  along  a  trail  and  up  akead  is  a  1500lb  moose  your  keart 
jumps  up  into  your  tkroat.    Not  from  fear  mind  you,  from  tke  skeer  excitement  of  being  so  close  to  suck  a 
large  animal  witk  a  very  intimidating  rack  of  antlers,  yet  everytking  is  so  peaceful!!!     1  ke  awkward  grace  of 
tke  moose  will  touck  your  soul  but  tkere  are  some  tilings  you  must  know  to  keep  tkese  meetings  safe. 

First  of  all,  moose  are  VERY  big  animals,  bulls  pusking  tke  1800lb  mark  are  not  uncommon.    Bulls 
are  usually  concerned  witk  only  one  tking  and  tkat's  eating,  except  kowever  during  tke  "Rut".    During  tke  rut 
all  tke  bulls  compete  witk  eack  otker  for  tke  best  females  to  mate  witk.    Needless  to  say,  tkey  are  just  a  bit 
aggressive  towards  ANYTHING  tkat  crosses  tkeir  patks.    Wken  tke  bulls  figkt  amongst  tkemselves  tke  only 
tking  tkat  gets  kurt  badly  is  tke  Losing  bull's  pride.    Tkat's  all  well  and  good  for  tke  moose,  but  witk  us  ku~ 
mans,  its  a  wkole  new  ball  gameE    So,  ii  you  re  kiking  and  you  come  across  one,  be  careful    Second,  a  bull 
moose  is  like  a  bull  cow  in  tke  aspect  tkat  it  will  ckarge  at  biigktly  colored  red  objects.    Tkis  also  includes  red 
cars.    I  found  tkat  out  first  kand  one  nigkt,  so  you  can  believe  me  wken  I  tell  ya    Anotker  tking  about  moose 
and  cars  is  tkat,  don't  tkink  for  a  minute  tkat  you  can  scare  tke  nxoose  by  beeping  tke  korn  and  flasking  tke 

high  beams  at  it.    That  only  gets  em  madder'  than  a  wet  hornet!! 
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Once  again,  I  unfortunately  found  tkat  out  tke  kard  Way.    Luckily,  tke  bull  didn't  smask  my  exit-  up,  but  it 
did  manage  to  put  tlxe  fear  of  God  in  me  after  having  to  fly  down  tke  teeniest  of  logging  roads,  at  3:30  in  tke 
morning,  in  reverse  witk  Mary  screaming  bloody  murder  all  tke  Way!!! 

Anotker  tking  tkat  you  got  to  keep  in  mind  in  tke  spring  time  are  tke  bears?    Tkere  are  a  lot  of 
black  bears  in  tkis  area  and  tke  last  tking  you  Want  to  do  is  argue  with  a  grumpy  ol'  bear  just  comin'  out  of 
tke  den.    If  tkere  is  one  tking  you  take  to  keart  after  reading  tkis,  I  kope  its  tkat.    Momma  bears  are  even 
worse.    Ske  can  sprint  for  skort  distances  almost  25mpk,  so  if  ske  wants  ya,  she's  gonna  get  yaS    In  all  konesty 
tkougk,  I  would  have  to  say  tkat  if  you  use  your  kead  and  don't  do  stupid  tkings,  you  will  haoe  notking  to 
fear  from  tke  bear. 

1  kere  are  tkree  kinds  of  bear  encounters  you  exxn  kave.    hood  related:  if  you  are  carrying  food  witk 
you  tliat  isn't  in  a  beat*  proof  box  or  at  least  sealed  air  tigkt  in  a  zip  lock  bag.    Tke  smell  of  true  food  will 
attract  tkem  to  you  and  tkat's  generally  not  a  good  tking    Surprise,  some  times  coming  around  corners  tke 
bear  migkt  not  notice  you  until  you  turn  rigkt  in  front  of  ktm,    Believe  it  or  not  bears  don't  want  to  run  into 
you  accidentally  eitker.    While  you  are  Walking  along,  talk  in  your  regular  voice,  don't  whisper,  tkat  way  tke 
bear  will  kear  you  and  will  kave  a  ckance  to  move  on  before  tkere  s  an  encounter.    Tke  last  one  is  tke  best 
one!! 

Every  once  in  a  wkile  you  may  be  walking  down  a  trail,  witk  a  nice  breeze  in  your  face,  and  up  tke 
trail  a  bit  is  a  bear  rummagin'  around  for  mice  or  any  sort  of  tiny  morsel  it  can  manage  to  stuff  in  its  face! 
You  don't  yelp  in  fear,  you  keep  your  coot    Knowing  tkat  turning  and  running  away  will  promote  an  attack 
you  just  step  back  and  off  to  tke  side  if  possible.    Never  lose  sigkt  of  tke  bear  but  don't  try  to  stare  kim  down 
either.    Think  of  wka.t  foxes  do  when  tkey  run  across  a  bear.    Tkey  stop,  acknowledge  tke  bears  supremacy  by 
keeping  its  distance  and  basically  goes  about  its  business  witkout  a  care.    Like  I  said,  if  you  use  your  kead 
you'll  be  all  set  and  kave  some  good  "war"  stories  to  tell  your  friends  wken  you  get  kome. 

All  tkis  talk  of  moose  and  bears  and  bein'  in  tke  mountains  is  really  gettin'  me  itcky  for  tke  warm 
Weatker  to  finally  come  our  Way.    Pretty  soon  IU  be  gettin'  tke  tent  out,  WaskuV  tke  sleepin'  bags  and  put 
some  new  lines  on  my  fly  rod.    Gettin'  everytking  all  ready  to  kead  nortk  and  enjoy  tke  peace  and  serenity 
of  Gods  country  once  again.    I  just  cant  say  it  enougk,  if  you're  into  tke  outdoors  go  to  Grafton  Notcri!    Its 
only  a  4  1/2  kr  ride  from  kere,  not  too  bad,  but  well  Wortk  it.    By  tke  way,  tkere  is  a  great  little  kome  brew 
pub  on  tke  Way  tkere!!!    Personally,  I  recommend  tke  Sunday  River  All  but  tkat  my  friends  is  a  wkole  nutker 
ball  game!!!! 
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Dead  Silence 

We  kad.  been  talking  foe  over  an  kour.    I  couldn't  even  keep  track,  but  definitely  over  an  kour.    And  We 
weren't  even  talking  about  muck,  just  catcking  up  mostly  U  kadnt  talced  to  ker  in  over  six  montksJ.    I  could  vaguely 
sense  tke  feeling  of  absolute  bliss  tkat  I  used  to  experience  every  day.    But,  tkat  Was  a  long  time  ago.    It  seems  like  a 
long  time,  anyway.    And  I  knew  tkat  tke  dreadful  moment  Would  come  wken  ske  Would  say  tkat  ske  kad  to  leave, 
and  I  knew  tkat  it  Was  going  to  come  soon. 

Sure  enougk,  only  minutes  later,  it  came.      Well,   ske  said  after  a  skort  pause  in  tke  conversation,   lm 
gonna  kave  to  let  you  go."  Ske  always  says  tkat.     I  kave  to  get  up  for  Work  real  early  tomorrow."  Ske  pauses.  "But, 
key,  fU  talk  to  ya  sometime,"  ske  says,  almost  as  if  ske  knows  tkat  I  Want  ker  to  stay. 

And  I  knew  tkat  "Fa  talk  to  ya  sometime"  meant  yet  anotker  six  or  so  montks  down  tke  road.    I  knew  tkat  I 
could  not  possibly  take  anotker  six  montks  of  Waiting,  anotker  six  montks  of  suppressing  wkat  I  really  Want  to  say. 
And  I  knew  tkat  tkis  Was  nay  ckance  to  let  it  out,  no  matter  kow  kard  it  was,  no  matter  kow  muck  ske  didn't  Want 
to  kear  it.    I  kad  sometking  to  say. 

My  keart  Was  beating  rapidly  and  I  Was  breatking  very  keavily.    I  could  feel  tke  sweat  on  nay  palms.    I  Was 
skaking,  for  Ckrist's  sake!   I  inkaled  my  last  nervous  breatk  of  air  and  forced  tke  Words  out  of  my  moutk,  and  out  of 
my  kead.    "Hey,  before  you  go,  I  just  wanted  to  say  one  more  tking,"  I  said,  trying  to  calm  myself  down.    "You  don't 
kave  to  respond  to  tkis  if  you  don  t  Want  to,   I  said  stupidly,  giving  ker  tke  option  of  ignoring  me  like  usual  "I  just 
Wanted  to  say..."  I  paused  for  a  second  to  let  myself  breatk.    "...tkat  Fm  sorry.    Fm  so  fucking  sorry." 

Dead  silence. 

—Paul  Ako 
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Mussing  You 


You  re  leaving  me  today,  aren't  you? 

As  usual,  I  kave  everybody  in  tke  wkole  godamned  World  telling  me,  "It's  going  to  be  all  rigkt."    Tkere  are 
plenty  of  ask  in  tke  sea.    You  can  do  better  tkan  ker  anyway!*   Tkey  don't  know  me  tkougk. 

Ysu  can  say  all  tkat  crap  because  it's  not  kappening  to  you,  because  you  don  t  even  know  koW  it  feels  to  me. 
You  don't  know  koW  muck  it  kurts  deep  down  inside  to  even  tkink  about  it,  never  mind  to  tkink  about  ker  witk 
someone  else. 

Now  tke  silence  of  loneliness  sets  in  as  I  kave  no  one  to  talk  to  anymore.    I  gave  up  my  life  for  you,  and  tkis 
is  koW  you  repay  me?    Tkanks  a  lot!    Tke  frustration  and  anger  of  not  lenowing  anytking  drive  me  crazy.    Not 
knowing  tke  trutk  of  wkat  led  up  to  tkis  or  even  wky  tkis  really  kad  to  kappen  is  Very  troublesome.    SomekoW,  I 
overcome  tkis  struggle  tkrougk  and  I  control  myself.    Knowing  tkat  tomorrow  will  come  around,  angry  or  sad. 

Ok  yippee.    Now  tke  pkone  calls  come.    Wky  do  you  torture  me?    Must  you  make  me  miss  your  precious 
Voice  anymore  tkan  I  already  do?    Ysu  talk  to  me  as  if  notking  kas  even  kappened,  but  it  kas.    My  life  kas  practir 
cally  ended  because  of  you.  and  you  don  t  care.    Leave  me  tke  kell  alone.    It  kasn't  been  long  enougk  to  be  talking  to 
you  like  We  Were  never  anytking.    Like  We  Were  just  friends...  Tkats  wkat  I  tkintc  and  Would  like  to  say,  but  I  cant  get 
tke  courage  to  say  it:  so  I  just  sit  back  and  suffer. 

I  Know  tkat  at  one  point  ske  cared  for  me.  as  I  cared  for  ker  too.    Tkere  Was  no  saying  wkat  I  Would  kave 
done  for  ker.    But  all  of  tkat  is  gone:  it  s  all  in  tke  past.    And  now.  I  just  wisk  I  could  say  "I  love  you." 

-Travis  Stickney 
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I  spoke  on  the  pkone  in  husked  tones,  so  as  not  to  Wake  the  sleeping. 
And  from  the  corner  nxcved  a  shape,  slightly  along  the  Wall. 
Mind,  access,  identified,  spider. 
Live,  deal,  it's  only  on  the  Wall. 
An  arachniphobe  attempting  to  cope. 

Another  movement,  another  look  past  my  own  focal  point, 
into  focus,  into  horror. 
On  my  side,  as  I  lay,  mere  inches, 

lookingWatchingWondering,  its  legs  twitch  as  it  decides  to  move  closer. 
One  thought  becometh,  one  reeling  becomes. 
In  the  oft  blue  reflection  of  the  TV,  against  a  black  Wall, 
one  thought,  one  feeling. 

A  scream,  oddly  subdued  so  as  not  to  Wake  the  sleeping. 
The  phone  clatters,  the  bed  sheets  fly. 
The  dog  rises  ready  to  join  in  the  action. 

The  cat,  if  lying  closer  would  have  been  a  casualty  o(  I  escaping  my  confinement. 
I  tell  the  voice  on  the  phone,  "just  a  minute." 

as  I  crouch  in  the  Well  rehearsed  spider  stalking  position  in  the  middle  of  my  floor, 
for  I  moment  I  believe 
he  is  on  me! 

The  legs  are  everywhere  in  my  hair,  along  my  arms  causing  its  goose  bumps 
through  my  legs  and  beneath  my  skin. 
I  look  closer  at  the  bed. 

Unstartled  by  the  earthquake  it  has  just  caused,  again  the  legs  wiggle 
as  it  sits  on  nay  pillow. 
Instinct,  kill! 

The  nearest  weapon,  nay  precalculus  book. 

With  the  cunning  of  a  hunter,  my  eyes  narrow,  head  poised  at  a  slight  angle... 
I  drop  the  book! 

Miscalculation,  all  properties  Weren't  taken  into  consideration! 
Hard  against  soft!  The  book  bounces. 
No  force  is  Wrought  behind  the  attack. 

A  slight  Word  to  the  voice  on  the  phone  and  "just  another  minute." 
Pressure  on  the  book. 

Then  realizing  I  don't  really  Want  to  sleep  in  dead  spider. 
AH  the  lights  have  been  turned,  the  floor  still  holds  me. 
Someone  weary  and  Woken  peers  into  my  room,  with  squinting  eves. 
What's  all  the  banging?" 
I  explain. 

"Well,  just  stop  the  banging." 

I  still  crouch  feeling  the  thrill  of  the  hunt  and  knowing  victory  even  as  legs  still  bombard  nay  senses. 
Meekly,  I  turn  the  booic  over...  nothing,  nothing,  nothing. 
Mv  eves  deceive  me. 
No  remnants,  no  goo,  nothing. 

Knowing  that  touch  Would  surelv  Kill  me  more  than  anv  real  poison,  I  snatch  a  pencil 

24 


and.  slowly  begin  to  moce  blankets,  pillows  skeets,  nothing. 

I  Was  not  asleep,  as  I  kave  tke  voice  on  tke  phone  still  Worried  about  my  distress. 

I  Was/ am  awake. 

Hallucination,  like  so  many  otkers?  Overactive  tkougkts. 

He  I  saw,  ke  I  killed. 

Gkost  to  tke  keavens,  leaving  no  pkysical  body,  just  one  last  joust  at  my  trembling  keart. 

TTae  kair  tailing  into  nay  eyes  causes  a  start  and  quick  relief. 

Tke  voice  bids  Well  and  nigkt  and  I  lootc  at  tke  bed,  at  tke  ceiling, 

knowing  it's  kappened  before. 

And  I  look 

and  I  see 

notking... 


AH' 
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To  Lo^e  Again 

Vanishing  sigkts  oi  teat-filled  kleenex 
no  more  nose  freezinq  niqkts 
scarce  keartackes,  plentiful  kisses 
Warmtk  like  tke  pulsatinq  heat  of  tke  sun 
kugs  so  strong  as  to  bulge  your  eyes 
dreams  of  bliss  and  fields  of  daisies 
prancing  and  dancing 
frolickinq  and  tumblinq 
collecting  tke  deW  tkat  sleeps 
upon  tke  soft  grass 

— E.J.  Langelier 
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the  pain  inside 


a  shadow  sits  upon  her  heart 

from  days  gone  by  and  things  not 

said 

she  sits  upon  her  bed  and  cries 

for  all  those  memories 

she  should  have  left  behind 

she  wonders  why  and  how  and 

when 

what  happened? 

what  went  wrong? 

where  did  she  fail? 

or  could  it  be  it  was  not  she 

who  made  the  mistake  along  the 

way 

maybe  she  was  only 

the  victim  of  circumstance 

and  now  she  must  pick  up  the 

pieces 

start  over  again 

to  gain  back  her  confidence 

but  after  awhile 

when  the  memories  fade 

and  she  for  gets  the  pain 

she  sometimes  dreams 

she  can  go  back 

to  yesterday 

to  the  way  things  use  to  be 

but  when  reminded 

she  is  forced  to  move  on 


and  realize 

that  the  only  mistake  made 

was  on  her  part 

by  failing  to  be  herself 

by  hiding  her  true  identity 

to  please  the  crowd 

and  tell  them 

what  they  wanted  to  hear 

and  nobody  ever  listened  to  her 

when  she  tried  to  reveal 

the  pain  inside 

that  was  eating  her  up 

piece  by  piece 

day  by  day  she  goes  forward 

one  step  at  a  time 

pushing  the  pain  aside 

she  feels  deserted 

left  alone  and  asks  herself 

"does  anyone  care?" 

but  all  at  once 

it  dawns  on  her 

that  all  that  matters 

is  how  she  reacts 

to  the  everyday  circumstances 

that  are  forced  upon  her 

she  knows  she  has  choices 

to  make  one  day 

when  will  she  know  for  sure 

the  answers  to  all  her  questions 

maybe  never 

but  now  it  doesn't  matter  anymore 

'cause  she  is  happy 

she's  let  go  of  the  pain 

ready  to  move  on  to  another 

brighter  day 

Sarah  TlizaBith  'Breen 
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Better  Things 

by 

Ben  Fagan 

"What's  up  Mike?  You.  Wanna  come  see  the  new  Keyboard  I  got?"   I  asked,  remembering  how  he  had 
mentioned  that  he  Wanted  to  yesterday. 
"No."    He  replied  in  a  bland  voice. 

"Why  not?"    I  asked  keeping  in  mind  how  he  Wanted  to  see  it. 
"I  Wanted  to  sleep,  I'm  doing  something  tomorrow." 
"What?" 
"Practicing  with  my  band." 

My  friend  Mike  had  recently  got  a  hard~core  band  together  in  his  hometown  of  Springfield.    I  live  in 
Mayberry  which  is  about  twenty  minutes  away,  at  least  by  the  Way  I  drive.    My  speedometers  broken  but  I 
figured  out  the  average  speed  by  keeping  up  with  most  of  the  other  cars  on  the  highway.    I  figure  that's  when  it 
reads  fort'yflve.    My  mom  was  following  me  home  one  day  and  she  said  I  drive  about  seventy  five  miles  per 
hour.    My  mom's  owned  an  antique  shop  in  the  center  of  town  since  1995.    She  doesn't  make  to  much  money  at 
the  shop  but  she  is  always  happy  to  give  me  as  much  money  as  she  can.    Fee  always  loved  my  mother  even 
when  we  had  no  money  at  all  and  Uved  off  the  land  and  welfare  in  AdamborroW,  about  another  ten  minutes 
away  from  Mayberry. 

Fve  visited  Mike  as  much  as  I  could  since  I  got  my  license  and  my  dad  s  bosses  car.    The  car,  a  1990 
Ford  something,  Was  in  exchange  for  my  dad's  94  Lumina  mini  can.    The  can  was  supposed  to  be  my  dad's 
raise  but  his  bosses  daughter  Wanted  it,  so  he  repossessed  it  in  exchange  for  this  slightly  down,  broken  blinker, 
occasionally  stalling  vehicle.    This  goes  to  show  what  kind  of  assholes  my  father  works  for  and  what  kind  of 
grouchy  wreck  he  is.    Our  house  is  pretty  run  down  too.    It  hasn't  been  repainted  probably  since  it's  original 
paint  job  in  the  thirties,  so  the  paint  is  all  cracked  and  peeling  off.    Most  of  the  inside  is  still  the  same  too, 
besides  the  few  rooms  We  Ve  repainted  and  hxave  left  frozen  in  being  repainted  since  '94. 

We  own  a  few  nice  things  despite  our  laziness.    A  forty  something  inch  TV,  a  new  truck,  a  new  com- 
puter,  and  I  try  to  say  I  own  my  stuff.    In  nay  room  lies,  my  old  keyboard,  one  of  the  only  presents  my  dad's 
bought  me,  which  I  still  play  occasionally.    My  30  something  inch  TV,  My  Adcom  Dolby  FVologic  Surround 
Sound  hi-u  system  with  hundred  disc  CD  changer,  tape  deck,  Cerwin_Vega  speakers  and  the  new  aforemen- 
tioned  KurzWeil  Workstation.    If  it  s  possible  to  love  material  things  I  Would  say  I  love  them  all.    Above  all  other 
feelings  about  these  things  that  I  own  I  feel  appreciation  the  most.    Since  I  was  16  I  didn't  have  a  thing  that  I 
could  call  my  own.    I  did  have  a  couple  skateboards,  clothes  and  books,  but  I  used  to  scratch  Fat  Boys  records  on 
my  Fisher~Price  turntable  until  I  was  thirteen  and  called  it  the  bomb'  for  Christ  sakes.    Appreciation,  that's 
what  I  thought  the  talk  on  the  Wav  home  Was  going  to  be  about  but  let  s  not  jump  the  gun. 

Tee  known  Mike  for  a  few  years  now  and  I  use  to  always  have  a  lot  of  fun  with  him..    We  d  go  skate- 

boarding  every  day  and  to  the  mall.    We'd  just  hang  out  and  have  lots  of  laughs.    I  always  used  to  think  Mike 

was  cool.    One  day  His  ex-girlfriend  told  me  that  when  Mike  first  met  me  he  said  I  Was  the  coolest  kid  because  I 

had  everything  that  he  didn  t.    Mike  truly  doesn't  have  what  I  do.    Before  I  moved  to  my  house,  and  my  mom 

started  to  get  a  lot  of  monev  with  which  she  bougkt  me  these  great  birthday  and  Christmas  presents  with,  I  had 

less  than  Mike  and  exactlv  the  same.    The  only  things  that  Mike  didn't  have  that  I  had  was  a  mother  that 

loved  him.    His  real  father  loved  him  but  supposedly  his  mother  didn't.    His  step  father  Was  just  like  my  real 

lather. 
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My  father  used  to  come  home  every  night  drunk  as  a  fish.    He'd  yell,  scream,  and  occasionally  slap 
my  beloved  mother.    I  love  my  mother  more  than  anything  else  on  eattk  and  you  might  Want  to  imagine  how 
I  felt,  but  fU  explain  it  to  you  anyhow.    "I  can't  fucking  believe  you  blak  blak  blak  blak  blak  blaaak...  SLAP 
...(sobbing  from  my  motkec,  whom  I  Would  give  my  life  foe  infinity  times)...  SLAM  ...VROOOM...  sigh  but  I  cry  as 
I  feel  my  cheek,  full  of  a  stinging  pain.    My  stomack  ackes  with  pain  as  I  lay,  curled  in  my  bed,  with  tears 
rolling  down  nay  cheeks  and  my  face  tigkt  in  anger  and  hatred  for  my  fatker...  plots  of  murder  racing  tkrougk 

my  mind but  so  young...  and  Weak  ...  .and  Mike  says  I  don't  understand  kim...  ppppkk  ka!  Fve  been  kit  by 

ray  drunk  fatker  too,  and  yours  Wasn't  your  real  fatker not  to  say,   Fna  better  tken  you   you  fuckin  jerk. 

So...  "Practicing  witk  my  band...  and  my  back  still  kurts..  all  rigkt  sure  as  long  as  Fm 
back  by  ten. 
"All  rigkt,  M  come  pick  you  up." "Click." 

I  get  nay  jacket  on,  my  kat,  skoes  and  I'm  out  tke  door.    On  tke  Way  back  to  nay  kouse  We  talk  about 
Mike's  ex~girlfriend,  wkom  we  picked  up  tke  nigkt  before,  and  listened  to  some  hiprhop  tape  Mike  thought  I 
Would  like.    I  liked  the  tape  but  something  just  Wasn't  linking  between  us.    We  got  to  nay  house  and  Went  up  to 
nay  room..   I  flipped  on  tke  amp  and  turned  on  my  syntk.  I  started   playing  some  music  for  kim  and  ke  kept 
toucking  the  keys  at  the  top,  like  a  little  kid.    I  asked  hint  to  stop;  he  didn't  know  where  the  notes  and  sounds 
Were  and  it  Was  just  annoying.    I  don't  know  if  he  thinks  he  s  good  or  not  but  there  are  certain  basic  things 
about  music  that  he  knows  nothing  about.    The  first  tking  ke  doesn't  know  is  keeping  time.    He  listens  to  music 
but  doesn't  feel  music.    I  visualize  notes  as  tkey  float  tkrougk  tke  air.    Fna  not  bragging,  and  Fm  certainly  not 
saying,   Fm  tke  greatest  musician  in  tke  World,"  but  everybody  tkat  listens  to  nay  music  says  it's  good.    I 
practice  for  at  least  tkree  kours  a  day.    I  love  almost  all  music  and  I  love  making  it  just  tke  same.    I  listen  to 
many  different  types  of  music  but  Mike  can  never  admit  tkat  ke  doesn't  know  sometking,  and  trying  to 
explain  different  music  is  a  pointless  task  witk  him. 

A  few  minutes  artev  I  Was  skowing  kim  around  nay  keyboard  and  wkat  it  could  do  ke  acted  like  ke 
Wanted  to  leave.  I  Was  getting  frustrated  because  ke  Wouldn't  even  listen  to  tke  keyboard;  ke  Was  just  fucking 
around  witk  it,  and  tkougkt  ke  was  cool 

Did  you  Want  to  leave?" 

Sure  let's  go."  ke  said.    We  Walked  down  tke  stairs,  tkrougk  tke  front  door  and  over  to  my  car  in  tke 
driveway. 

"Wkat  a  Waste  of  time."  I  said.    I  got  in  tke  car  and  unlocked  tke  door  for  Mike.    "I  tkougkt  you 
Wanted  to  see  nay  keyboard?"  I  said. 

"I  kave  better  tkings  to  do  tkan  sit  around  and  play  nay  keyboard  all  day."  ke  said  in  a  sligktly 
mocking  tone. 

"Wkat  tke  tuck  are  you  talking  about?"  Wkat  a  fucking  jealous  prick. 


Tkat  Was  tke  beginning  of  an  argument  about  wky  ke  said  tkat  to  me,  I  Knew  wky.    I  just  didn't  Want 
to  call  kim  jealous.    I  Know  mike  kas  next  to  notking,  like  I  used  to  but  ke  kas  more,  and  I  kave  a  lot  of  mate- 
rial  possessioias  but  I  also  kave  a  lot  of  knowledge  when  it  come  to  psychology,  from  Working  out  nay  own 
problenis.    As  long  as  Tve  known  this  kid  he  s  been  going  through  the  same  problems  Fve  gone  through  years 
before.    Tee  tried  to  mention  this  to  him  but  he  just  savs,  "So.  you're  better  than  me?     God.,  this  frustration- 
Mike  Went  on  to  work  in  the  past  arguments  about  how  I  told  ham  he  didn  t  like  my  music  so  he  was  stupid,  I 
never  said  this.    Here  s  a  reenactment  of  that  argument,  "Look  putting  down  the  music  that  I  like  to  listen  to 
by  saying  it  s  stupid  and  it  doesn  t  make  sense,  is  like  me  saying  I  don't  like  hard  ~  core  music!"  I  loved  funk 
and  he  loved  28 


kard-  core.    I  tkougkt  kard_core  Was  cool,  and  I  still  do,  "Tkat's  stupid....  you  don't  know  anytking  about  kard_core 
music..."  Mllce  tkinks  ke  knows  everytking  about  kard-core  music,  "Tkat's  wkat  Fm  saying.    Tkat's  exactly  wkat  I'm 
saying..."  "You  kave  to  explain  everytking  to  tkis  kacd  skulled..  wkatever.. 

"Go  akead,  say  it.    I  know  just  wkat  you're  going  to  say."  Mike  said  as  ke  Iooks  away  smiling,  litce  ke  knows 
something's  ridiculous.    He  tkinks  ke  knows  wkat  people  tkink  or  some  skit. 

"Wkat...  wkat  tke  fuck  Was  I  going  to  say?    I  Wasn't  gonna  say  skit." 

"You  Were  going  to  say  koW  Fm  stupid  because  I  don't  like  your  music."  in  an  even,  more  mocking  tone. 

"You're  an  idiot,  you  know  tkat?    You  see  Tve  traveled  all  around  tkis  country  and  Fve  gotten  more  cultured 
tkan,  say,  someone  wko  just  stays  in  Mayberry  kis  wkole  life  because  Fve  seen  koW  people  live  kere  and  understand 
tkat  it's  good  because  tkat's  wkere  tkere  from  and  doing  tkeir  own  skit.."  Mike  always  says  now  ke's  better  tkan 
every  one.    He  tkinks  ke's  better  tkan  everyone  in  Mayberry  because  ke  lives  in  AdamborroW  now  and  tkat's  a 
bigger  city.    I  used  to  go  to  New  Y>rk  at  least  every  montk  and  Adamborrow's  pretty  damn  small. 

"...It's  tke  same  witk  music,   tkis  brilliant  insigkt,  if  I  do  say  so  myself,  flew  rigkt  over  tkis  kids  kead. 

On  my  Way  kome  I  reflected  our  argument  witk  tkese  following  tkougkts.    Tkis  talk  Wasn't  just  an  argu- 
ment it  Was  tke  end  of  our  friendskip.    Tke  kids  so  damn  tkick  skulled  it  makes  me  sick.    He's  always  talking  about 
kow  ke  understands  all  kip-kop  and  everytking  but  tke  kid  doesn't  know  skit.    I  listened  to  a  kip-kop  song  on  tke 
radio  wkick  could  kave  been  Written  about  kim.    Tke  artist  said  jealousies  not  a  friend  to  kim  it's  more  like  an 
enemy  and  kow  ke  realized  ke  kad  to  pull  kimself  out  of  kis  junk  Way  of  lite  and  tkinking,  wkick  kis  friends  were  all 
encouraging.    He  said  ke  kad  to  leave  tkese  friends  wko  Were  keeping  kim  down  so  ke  could  climb  witk  kis  music, 
and  life  and  family.    He  explained  kow  ke  felt  just  like  I  did.    He  Was  open  minded  and  didn't  tkink  otkers  skould  be 
so  close  minded  and  one  tracked  in  tkese  ways  tkat  are  taking  tkem  nowkere.    Tve  tried  to  expand  Mike's  mind  for 
two  years  now,  but  I  don  t  see  any  way  for  kim  to  get  out  since  ke  doesn't  see  anyway.    He  doesn't  Want  to  ckange 
kis  close  mindedness  even  about  music  and  Fm  damn  sure  ke's  not  going  to  stop  painting  on  Walls.    He  told  me  ke 
kas  better  tking  to  do  tkan  play  kis  keyboard  all  day,  but  tkat's  skit.    Better  tkings... 
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dreams  flowing  in  the  mind 

open  your  imagination 

they  take,  you  where  you  want  to  go 

where  you've  never  Been 

there  is  room  for  mistakes 

-Amy  Qebru 


'Phasing  the  Old  Life  Away 


A.  -phase  is  coming. 

A  new  part  to  the  same  life. 

The  way  I  think, 

The  way  I  express. 

The  way  I  feel. 

'Expelling  the  unnecessary. 

9{p  time  for  petty  things  or  people. 

So  many  feelings. 

Qood feelings  one  minute. 

9{orriBle  feelings  the  next. 

9{ew  decisions  made. 

Old  ways  discarded  without  a  second  thought. 

So  many  people,  such  confusion. 

9{ew  experiences  that  never  would  have  been  considered 

before. 

Is  it  healthier  or  damaging? 

'Extending  my  outlook  or  losing  some  morals. 

Sexually  expressing  oneself. 

Sensually  healing  myself  and  another. 

Old  standards  and  new  standards,  is  there  an  in-between? 

Wishing  to  be  completely  alone. 

9{ever  wanting  to  be  alone  ever  again. 

'Hever  to  be  stifled  again. 

Wanting  to  share,  to  grow  closer,  to  mature  with  you. 

9(ever  getting  old,  just  growing  in  a  new  phase  together,  or 

maybe  it's  better  to  go  through  it  with  just  myself  and  my 

conflicts,  ideas,  morals  indecisiveness,  and  confusions. 

(Physically  changing,  but  into  What? 

Chemical,  or  hormonal,  attitude  or  way  of  life. 

(Plans  made,  past  abandoned. 

9doving  on  into  the  phase. 

(Reborn  into  the  second  phase  of  my  life  with  a  different 

outlook. 

-'Robin  Q. 
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Tke9lunt 

fear  hurried through,  the  forest,  stumbling  as  she  went,  looking  over  her  shoulder  ivith  every  other  footfall.  The 
Darkness  of  the  sky  aBove  pushed  her  on  that  much  faster,  and  the  Cold  in  the  air  was  making  the  iron  sheath  of  her 
rapier and naked flesh  numb  with  Indifference.  She  wanted  to  discard  it,  the  rapier  that  is,  but  could  not.  It  was  all  she 
had  if  she  could  not  escape  the  monstrosity  that  followed  her. 

The  (Damp  of  the  cold  forest  floor  chilled  her  hare  feet  as  she  trotted  ahead,  choosing  her  path  with  some  haste, 
checking  her  trail  once  again.  The  forest  was  grey  and  lifeless,  she  could  not  remember  the  last  time  she  saw  a  wild 
creature.  In  their  absence,  the  only  sound  was  her  shallow,  labored  breathing,  and  that  was  none  too  comforting. 

y^pticing  that  her  pace  had  slowed  to  a  walk*  fear  looked  toward  the  sky  for  the  sun.  (Perhaps,  something  to 
warm  her  body,  but  it  was  not  there.  Concealed  by  aarkclouds  controlled  by  her  pursuer.  09l,  QOD!  She  is  not  putting 
distance  between  them!  A glance  backj 

She  slammed  up  against  him,  her  head  whipping  backto  front  as  she  rebounded  off  him  andlandedin  the  wet, 
grey  leaves  on  her  behind.  Destruction  laughed  an  evil  laugh,  and  bared  rows  of  jagged  yellow  teeth  in  a  sickj,  turisted 
grin.  Acknowledgment  that  he  had  once  again  outsmarted  his  quarry,  'fear  could  not  find  the  air  in  her  lungs  to  cry  for 
help  or  might,  and  clenched  her  rapier  ever  tighter.  S6ou6fs/ie  attach? 

LO%p!  And  do  what  to  t/iat...  that  thing?!  9ler  minor  weapon  would  do  well  to  penetrate  but  one  layer  of 
that  beasts  armor. 

'Destruction  raised  he  espandon,  and  clenched  his  fist,  ticking  his  dps  as  he  surveyed  her  from  head  to  toe.  fear 
quivered  in  anticipation  of  what  he  could  do  to  her  before  he  disposed  of  her. 

9ler  eyes  trailed  down  his  Junrendous  mass  of  muscle  andlnu%  and  between  his  tree-trunkjegs,  she  saw  two 
figures  emerging  from  the  wood.  The  first  was  Jlope,  and  the  second,  one  of  her  champions,  Courage.  9le  had  drawn  his 
claymore  during  his  advance,  and  the  blade  gleamed  in  the  light  of  the  recently  revealed  Sun. 


She  decided  to  draw  her  rapier  after  all. 


♦ 


I  Relieve 
I  believe  in  walking  after  dark...  standing  up  for  what  you  believe 
in...  that  a  man  should  be  honest...  a  man  should  stand  up  for  himself... 
a  man  should  be  willing  to  help  anyone  in  need  of  it...  a  man  shouldn't 
fight  unless  absolutely  necessary...  every  man  should  treat  all  woman 
as  special...  a  man  should  be  true  to  himself...  never  lie...  be  willing  to 
give  his  life  so  that  another  may  live...  a  man  is  only  as  good  as  his 
word...  reserving  a  special  place  in  ones  own  heart...  not  judging 
other  people...  that  there  are  tots  of  men  but  far  fewer  are  considered 
to  be  a  man... 

-Qary  J.  blastings 
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I've  got  a  drawer  full  of 
UKappy  (Memories 
gone  stale 

iHappy  memories 
only  seem  to 
make  me  sad 

'Because  what  good  is 

a  memory 

if  it  cannot  Be 

relived? 

I  could  never  clean  out 

my  drawer 

because  of  what  the  contents 

meant 

And cleaning  my 
drawer  would  take  away 
all  that  they  mean 
now 

May  he  I  don't 
want  to  clean 
my  drawer 

Maybe  I  want 
to  f^eep  filling  it 
until  it  overflows 

And  maybe  that 
just 
can't 
happen 


Untitled 

"2  7  curls, "  my  gramma  said. 

At  seven  had  upon  her  head. 

9kr  mother  brushed  them  smooth,  everyday, 

Around  her  finger,  so's  to  stay 

'Ihrough  lessons  learned  and  random  play 

'Hdy  springing  spirals,  'Ihey 

Once  on  little  shoulders  lay. 

9{ow  in  a  6otc  beside  the  bed. 

It  is  not  now  the  final  dawn 

for  these  small  spirits,  not  going,  or  gone 

Or  rushing  to  a  peaceful  grave. 

cIhey  find  the  backboard  thoughts  they  crave 

And  not  only  through  curls  we  save, 

'But  in  each  darkjmd  curling  wave, 

'That  to  my  mother,  Qrammagave, 

The  hidden  curls,  they  do  live  on. 


So  1  guess 

I'll  just  have  to 

close  the  drawer 

walkaway 

and  find  fresh  memories 

'But  you  can't 
lookifor  a  memory 
because  they  are  the  past 


Audit's  time  I  lookifor  afiture 

While  peeping  my  memories  safe 

in  mxi  drawer 

~!)oesph  'PatrickJHaleu 


a.£.a.  Joe  Jialey 
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S\  tall  thin  women 
with  curly  blackhair 
walked  into  my  garden 
and  spat  on  the.  stair 
She  tooled  up  at  me 
and  asked  if  I  had 
done  anything  lately 
to  ma£e  my  wife  sad 
Sis  she  drankjrom  her  bottle 
I  thought  Backpn  the  day 
my  good  wife  had  found  me 
with  her  friend  in  the  hay 
I  looked  at  this  drunkj^oman 
looked  straight  in  her  eye, 
I  saw  her  tears  forming 
I  let  out  my  He, 

"I  should  never  do  aught  to  make  my  love  cry, 
She's  so  very  happy.  'What  right  do  you  pry?" 

"I  am  the  5\ngcl of  Justice  for  Love,  and  I  have  Been  watching 
this  farce  from  above.  She  married  believing  you  loved  in  good  faith. 
(But  your  lying  and  cheating  Breeds  nothing  But  hate. " 
The  day  my  wife  found  me 
I  laughed  in  her  face 
She  was  never  in  bed 
so  her  friend  toother  place 
The,  truth  is  I  love  her 
though  I  cannot  deny 
I U  never  Be  faithful 
I  would  rather  die 

The  S\ngel,  disgusted,  plucked  out  one  Blackhair 
and  laid  it  on  my  face 
I  now  felt  despair 

"SI  price  you  shall  pay  for  the  lies  in  your  Bed. 
Qo  Backj.0  your  cottage,  'you'll  find  your  wife  dead. 

~%gBin  %  Tinker 


* 


On  the  far 

'Don't  ever... 

£&£%// 

Thinkyou  can  cheat  love, 

By  caging  her  with  distance. 

She  won't  stay  captured 
and  you  can't  control  her. 

If  you  caged  her  to  use  her, 
only  when  you  wanted  to, 
she  will  not  see  your  point  of  view, 
and  will  Be  upset. 

Love  knows  no  Boundaries. 
'Doni  thinkjjou  can  hold  her. 
Tool. 
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~  The  Smiling  'Bandit 
{strikes  again! -91a,  Ma,  9la!} 


